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SLNALNOO 


Its with great pleasure that the Erotic Print 
Society publishes another anthology of Lynn 
Paula Russell’s graphic work. This group of 
on to the books, 





drawings is an essential addi 





ded 





ated to her art, that are already in print 
as it completes, more or less, a record of all 
the commissioned work she drew for Februs 


magazine. Februs is a magazine dedicated to 





the 





corporal punishment, and has benefited ov 
years from Paula's editorship and artwork. 


Her drawings, unashamedly erotic and full 





of the energies and emotions of sex, appeal 
to a sophisticated audience. This audience 
is knowledgeable about the world of sado- 


masochis 





m and corporal punishment and 

appreciative of the way her realistic, emotive 
style carries them effortlessly into a realm of 
fantasy that is as rare as it is wonderful. But 


they would be less able to escape to this world 





were it not for, in addition to an ext 





aordinary 
imagination, the fine draughtsmanship and the 


innate sense of design and composition that is 





always present in Paula's art. In this book we are 


fortunate enough to find a collection of some 








xual fetish of corporal punishment, or 
‘CP’. In Painful Pleasures: The Erotic Art of 
Lynn Paula Russell, the focus is on her drawings 





commissioned to illustrate Februs, and in some 
cases, Janus, its sister magazine. 





An important aspect of Paulas work is more 


experimental and concerned with exploring 


the connection between human sexuality and 
Nature: exquisite, colour-drenched drawings 
where sensual bodies become landscapes and 
visa versa. These ‘bodyscapes’ are wonderful 
images but they are not dealt with in this book: 
they feature in two earlier titles published by 
EPS, The Illustrative Art of Lynn Paula Russell 
and A Sexual Odyssey and, of course, on Paula's 
own website. Yet another area that is more than 
adequately covered elsewhere is her excellent 
‘adult comic’ work: Sabina I and Sabina II, two 
further EPS publications. 





Consensual sado-masochistic fantasies and 
role-play acted out between couples are a way 
of coming to terms with the visceral (and often 
destructive) sexual aggression that needs to be 
understood and controlled. A safety valve, if 
you will, that, at the same time as blowing off 
essential steam, forms a conduit for all manner 
of sexual creativity between two individuals. 
The theatre of pain is not for everyone, but 
most of us will understand its potent allure for 
both sexes; it is a private world that Paula has 
been able to record, both through her sensitive, 





receptive observation and her very special talent 
for capturing the various distinct phases of such 
a relationship. 


Ic’s important to point out that any S&M 
relationship must be consensual to succeed and 
that the masochist is as often the male as it is the 
female partner. Group S&M is obviously a more 
complex situation with its own set of 


dynamics and, to some extent, would defer 
partly to the rules and conventions of ordinary 
group sex, partly to the individual couples’ own 
set of rules. This comes through clearly in the 
collection of Paula's editorial columns that we 
have been fortunate enough to include in this 
book. We are also fortunate to include a short 
story by Sarah Veitch, a frequent contributor 
of fiction to Februs and well-known author of 
several books in the genre of BDS&M. 


So what is it that exerts such a powerful erotic 
force in these marvellous drawings? The most 
obvious explanation is the sense of delicious 
anticipation and those moments of sweet 
surrender that occur when we give ourselves 
over, trusting yet apprehensive, to the whims 
and fancies of the dominant partner in our 
relationship. The punishment itself and its 
attendant pain can be, through direct physical 
stimulation, another path to sexual gratification. 
Finally, there is the afterglow, the deep feeling 
of peace and reconciliation occurring between 
lovers, where all is resolved and a harmonious 
balance restored. 


But there is no better guide to all three of these 
complex sexual conditions than Paula herself; 
by word and image she brings into play her 
talents and a special insight born of personal 
experience to show the reader a hidden door 
to a world of painful pleasures, where Beauty 
surrenders meekly to her punishment with both 
love and passion. 





paufas's columns 


As well as providing art for the 
magazine, rebrus, Lynn paula 
Russell as Magazine editor also 
wrote a column. The following is a 


selection of ber articles, 


nn 


CP VARIATIONS 


I was trying to explain to a female acquaintance 
the other day exactly what I did for a living. 
“Magazine Editor’ sounded fine and she began 
to look quite impressed, then of course, the next 
question had to be, ‘What kind of magazine?” 

I took a deep breath and decided to plunge 
straight in, but had no idea what her reaction 
was likely to be. 
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“Um, it's a sexy magazine,’ I said. This made 
her giggle. ‘Specialising in the subject of women 
getting their bottoms spanked.” 


This revelation did not appear to shock or 
disturb her in the least, instead her face misted 
over in an expression of deep perplexity. 


“Just that?’ she asked. ‘Doesn't it get rather 





reperti 





‘Good heavens n 





I replied. Then 1 fell silent. 


How could I explain in a couple of sentences 

the unlimited range of nuances each spanking 
experience can contain; the multitude of different 
situations, atmospheres and backgrounds, 
embellished by all manner of clothes, underwear 





or degree of nakedness; the important words and 


phrases we use, and the variation of implements, 
cach producing a different sound on impact, 





a different pitch of ‘ooh’ and ‘aah’ from the 
recipient, a different sensation on the skin, and 
each resultant mark ranging from a pale pink 
glow to clearly differentiated red tramlines, 
leaving behind a special kind of reminder — 








sometimes | 
be shown to others, perhaps, to be admired. 


ng well into the next week — to 


I began to ponder all these things. 


What is the central element that lights us up 
and brings us back constantly for more? 





For me there are two main factors: firstly there is 
the immediacy and power of the sensation itself. A 
red arc of pain sears through the air and lands with 
an exquisite THWACK on my plump bottom, 
and in that moment I am wrenched awake, totally 
in the present, nerves tingling, responding to 
something REAL which commands my whole 
attention. It also arouses me, makes me glow, at the 
same time as relaxing the inhibitions, freeing me 
from self-imposed restraints. 








But all these nice things cannot be guaranteed 
to happen just because of a sensation — the 
person you're with is a big factor, that’s obvious, 
but so is the situation itself. 

















To begin with, I have always been a girl 
who sparked up at the thought of an erotic 
adventure, something out of the ordinary. 
This is one of the reasons the spanking 
scene appealed to me. Here was something 
new to try! However, the moment anything 
becomes confined to a regular routine I find 
myself losing the original excitement. Please 
don't think that means I want to chase after 
more and more lunatic heights of sensual 
exploration: no, it just means that I use my 
occasional “adventure” to wake myself up and 
remind myself that the world can be viewed 
from many different angles (sometimes quite 
literally!) 


A happening may be planned, or it may be 
spontaneous but, if it is successful, how it lingers 
in the mind, for years and years! When I am 
really old I shall still remember, for example, 
the special days spent with a married couple of 
whom I am very fond. The imagination and 
planning for the activities came solely from the 
gentleman, and we two women luxuriated in 
that security — although she did succumb to 
some fairly severe mood changes during the day 
(understandably) when her husband's insistence 
on “discipline” became too demanding. As 
for me, I was a free spirit and enjoying myself 
hugely as their submissive guest. 


I particularly remember my friend's face as 
her husband applied a completely innocuous 
slipper to my bare bottom while I bent over the 
sofa, she kneeling submissively, as instructed, 
to witness my “punishment”. Her eyes began 
to reflect a hint of anxiety as he laid into me. 
The sound of the whacks was horrendous but I 
appeared to be quite oblivious to his efforts. In 
fact, my face was cracked into broad grin! 


‘Hm, that's interesting,’ observed her husband 
raising a quizzical eyebrow. ‘I think Paula should 
graduate to something much harsher. See how 
she likes this.’ 


Putting aside (rather tenderly I thought) the 








WOMAN TO WOMAN 

















ineffectual slipper, he produced from nowhere 
an ominously heavy-looking strap. The grin 
soon left my face, but the glow rapidly began, 
and his wife became even more transfixed 
with anxiety. 


When my ordeal was over, our master for the 
day announced that it was time I took his errant 
wife into the other room to give her a good 
spanking myself, while he rested his weary arm 
(poor dear) and finished his brandy. 


As soon as we were safe behind closed doors 
one extremely exasperated lady whirled round 
to face me and whispered loudly, ‘Paula, you've 
ruined everything for me now. I have been 
dealt with regularly for years by that slipper he 
just used on you, and I have always yelped and 
screamed and made out it hurt like hell. Now 
you've given away my secret. He'll be wanting to 
try that strap on me next!” 


“Oh dear, oh dear, you'll certainly be for it 
now,’ I said mischievously, knowing full well 
that her husband had pre-set a small tape 
recorder behind the dressing table to record the 
spanking I was about to deliver, not to mention 
any conversation that might accompany it. The 
machine was already recording! 


Knowing her husband, though, I did not 
seriously fear for her. Their marriage was very 
strong, and these “adventure” days were exactly 
what was needed. They could slip out of their 
domestic role and into a new role with each 
other. It enlivened them both, and this is exactly 
the way I like to act out my fantasies. 


Mind you, I think the husband was taking a 
bit of a risk hiding that tape recorder. Goodness 
knows what he might have found out. There is 
no limit to the interesting confessions which can 
come to light when someone is prone before you 
with their bottom in the air. 


But I certainly couldn't begin to explain all 
THAT to my uninitiated friend, could 12 
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LUST REVEALED 


Have you noticed the current trend in both 
comedy and drama on T.V. to depict sex hungry 
women? Has there been a radical change in 
society? There was a time when our screen was 
full of disapproving, self-righteous viragos such 
as the now legendary Nora Batty. Undaunted, 
they brandished their rolling-pins, or anything 
else that came to hand and proclaimed loudly, 
“You MEN! You only think of one thing!” 
viewing the filthy little monsters with cold 

in. If we did see sexy women thi 
either brassy tarts, or pretty, passive victims. 


dis 





Now, we have drama about sexually deprived 
housewives hiring male escorts for their 
gratification; we have, in a comedy series about the 
police, a pale unhappy female who is constantly 
berating her man with a look of withering reproach 
because he DOESN’T buy her sexy scarlet lingerie 
regular intervals, 








and leap on he 








We also have young women N. 
commercial lining up at a window to gaze 
lecherously down at a gorgeous young man 
removing his T-shirt and drinking from a can. 
At last, revealed for all to see — women have 
lust and appetites too! They can be voracious, 
demanding, and who would have believed it? 
What on earth did we do with all that lust befo 
Where did we hide it? The cat is definitely out of 
the bag and we will nor be able to push it back in. 








Does the fact that a girl tells you, ‘Being 
spanked really turns me on,’ make the situation 
more exciting, or spoil it utterly? 


1 ask this because I once had an experience 
with a boyfriend which startled me. He was 
fascinated by the fantasy of spanking a woman 
and had found out that I responded with 
excitement to the feel of the lash across my 
bottom — I had never made any secret of it — 
but instead of liberating him, this information 
seemed to worry him, almost paralysed him. 





“Now you've told me you enjoy it, I simply can't 
do it to you,” he admitted, making me wonder 
whether he was much more of a REAL sadist 
than he knew. Oh dear, I thought. What should 
I have done? Participated in his fantasy world 
of coy pretence? Gently led him on with a series 
of ludicrous questions like, “Oh no, you weren't 
thinking of using that nasty belt on my bottom, 
were you? I'd hate that! Couldn't stand it for a 
moment!’ while cowering suitably in a corner. I 
simply couldn't have kept a straight face. 


That sort of egging-on-by-fending-off talk 
always reminds me of those amusing Victorian 
pornographic stories in ‘The Pearl where 
the constant theme seemed to be that of the 
inexperienced young person becoming highly 
aroused by the sound of voices floating through 
the partition from the adjoining room. The 
dialogue usually went something like this. 


Chambermaid, probably bending over making 
bed: 





‘Oooh Sir. How you startled me, coming up 
behind me like that. 


Why are you raising my skirt? 


Oh, STOP, Sir. No you shall not pull down my 
drawers! 


Why are you pushing me back onto the bed! 
No, no, you shall NOT pare my legs!” 


Obviously these preliminary overtures of 
distress excited those male Victorian ears, 
and there would be plenty of similar dialogue 
preceding and during a punishment too. 
Since, ‘no, no,’ seemed to work wonders in 
precipitating male arousal in those days, I 
imagine that a modern day Madonna type, 
stripping naked of her own accord, and 
spreadeagling herself upon the bed with, ‘Fuck 
me! I love it,’ would have had the reverse effect. 
The listener through the wall would have felt let 
down, maybe even appalled and offended. 








1 wonder why? 


Why should the thoughr ofa poor helpless 
serving wench, who had no say in her own 
destiny, succumbing to the selfish lst of her 
beastly master, (who had all the cards in his 
hand, and should have known bete) be so 
much more of turn-on than a far more open 
and honest approach? 


The answer is POWER of coure, eis the 
of power by one person, man or 
in over another that cil. Te may not 
be in the lease bie moral, and we may be 
thoroughly ashamed of ounelves, but it appears 
tobe in our nature, 


What are we going to do oda); though, when 
we sill crave those old thrills only there are no 
prety little maids or handsome young foarmen 
to birch and seduce? In the aes of CR how 
1 tension we need when all the 
nowadays ane consent ales 
and free to do as they pease? Furthermore. 
there are women now who are quite capable 
05 honest and demanding what they 
they are now more independent, 
d openly lust are che majo 
minane men paing ep a di 



































1 had vo consider this for 
1 thought No. of coune not! Men will probably 
want wo spank us even more BECAUSE we 

are stronger, more provocative, and more of 

a challenge. After al, dont fornet, for every 
woman who likes a good spanking. there seem 
to be at least as many men, if not more, who 
enjoy being spanked or can and most of them 
are high-powered, dominant people who kene 
exactly how ro ask for what they want. IÔ I were 
to suddenly ger che urge to wield the car 
an imagine that it would be highly sui 
to deal firmly with a man who may occupy a 
position of authority in the world. The sight of 
him bending over, trousers off, shirt tucked up 
to reveal his vulnerable rear, must surely bring 
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out the underlying mischief in any woman, and 
a potent desire to leave one's mark. The fact that 
generally it is the man himself who has set up 
the scene, does not necessarily detract from its 
excitement. 


T have a male friend who falls into the 
aforementioned category. He tells me of his 
C.P. adventures with various tall, muscular 
girlfriends and I share my experiences with 
him. We compare notes, so to speak, and it’s 
interesting to see how life is constantly moving 
and changing us. As I have grown older and 
more honest, it seems that I have become much 
more like my old friend in attitude. We both 
agreed that we were neither of us in the least bit 
submissive in our personalities, but we did like 
to submit to a beating, providing it was carried 
out in a way that suited us. We were both, 
we decided, ‘Dominant Masochists,' and on 
reflection this seems to me the safest type to be! 


So, I hope you dont mind these new, openly 
lustful women, In reality, it must be a lot 
more exciting to know that your impassioned 
walloping is turning on the recipient, instead of 
reducing her to a miserable blubbering mass of 
resentment. 


But then, I would say that wouldn't I? As a 
supremely masterful master once observed, 
“You always want to think you're in charge, don't 
you Paula!’ 


THE MOMENT OF TRUTH 


A scene from my childhood comes back to 

me vividly. I am about seven years old. It is a 
summer evening, the hint of twilight, and I 

am playing with friends in a small park near 

my home. A group of strange creatures called 
“boys” has just descended on us causing a higher 
voltage of energy to surge through us and a 
twinge of fear perhaps on my part. Suddenly 

a little girl with long blonde hair in a ponytail 









































pipes up in a most determined voice: “Let's play 
“He” and the boys must chase the girls.’ She 

is most definite about that, and then adds as 

a tantalising embellishment, ‘If they catch us 
they must tie us to a tree!” And then what? I 
wonder, blushing at her audacity. New, exciting 
possibilities present themselves vaguely to my 
imagination but I cannot grab hold of a single 
one of them. All I know is that I would never 
have dared to make such a wild and improper 
suggestion. I have always been the quiet one who 
never gives anything away about herself. 


Unfortunately, nothing much happened on 
that early occasion, if I remember. Probably an 
adult appeared and summoned me in for my 
tea. That was always happening when things 
got interesting. However, I still remember that 
particular little girl and wonder if, as an adult, 
she is still as clear-headed about what she wants 
and is still experimenting with bondage of one 
sort or another, 


It always astonishes me whenever I come 
across people who appear to have known their 
sexual natures from an early age. Just recently 
a male friend of mine explained how he had 
known from the tender age of four that spanking 
female bottoms was definitely for him, and 
he is still doing it today whenever he can with 
undiminished vigour and enthusiasm. 


How slow and complicated my progress to 
enlightenment has been by comparison! 


In my teens and twenties I tended to rely 
entirely on others to make the suggestions and if 
the suggestion happened to be daring and erotic 
my reaction would invariably be, “No, 1 dont 
want to do that,’ before I had even considered 
it. Afterwards, I would kick myself and wonder 
what I had missed. Until you actually do 
something for real, you can never be quite sure 
of your true reactions. This is particularly the 
case where CP is concerned. In our fantasies we 
can sometimes get ourselves completely back to 








front. I know I did initially. 


I was about 24, working on and off as an 
actress in the theatre, and had already had a few 
opportunities to take my lustful, adventurous 
alter-ego out for an occasional walk on a leash, 
but of course afterwards she had been promptly 
locked back in her cupboard again. None of 
it added up to a great deal of experience. My 
boyfriend at that time, a good, patient man 
really, had not been making much headway 
with me. In fact, it was his very patience which 
contributed towards my impatience with him. 


Then, one Sunday, there was an unexpected 
breakthrough. 


It started as an ordinary sort of day. I had come 
to visit my friend in his home, but, as usual, 
my own frustrations and inner tensions turned 
outwards onto him as I looked around his 
bachelor flat and noticed plenty of shortcomings 
to criticise, It wasn't very fair; the poor chap 
did work very hard all week and Saturdays (he 
worked in the theatre too), and in any case 
housework had never been his strong point. 


As I watched him make coffee for us in the 
kitchen, something inexplicable occurred. 


Suddenly all my impatience about men in 
general seemed to come welling up to the 
surface, and out of the blue I heard my voice 
saying to him, ‘Td like to whip you!” It just came 
out, and I cannot account for it. In those days 
the idea of actually whipping someone had never 
occurred to me. To me, all physical punishment 
belonged in the wicked past, when authorities 
allowed the practice of such barbaric methods. 


Once I had made this remark my old habits 
immediately took over and I started to cover up 
and pretend I hadn't meant it, but my partner, 
who must have been inspired at that moment, 
would have none of my retractions. 


“If you want to do it, you must do it!” he 
insisted. “Here, use this.’ He pulled off his 
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leather belt and handed it to me, and then 
proceeded to lower his trousers and bend over 
the kitchen table. This was absurd I thought, 
but my heart was thumping. 


I planted a few feeble and ill-judged flaps of 
the belt across his waiting buttocks. 


‘Come on,’ he said, ‘do it properly if you're 
going to!’ I lifted my arm higher and brought 
the belt down with an almighty SPLATT, and 
his face crinkled up with the pain of it. 


Immediately, I felt terrible. This wasn't right 
somehow. 


“That's it’, I said. He replaced his trousers and 
stared at me quizzically. There was a glint in his 
eyes I didn’t like the look of much, It suggested 
he knew something I didnt. 


“I hope you feel better now,’ he said pleasantly. 
‘You've been doing nothing but finding fault 
since you arrived.’ There was a pause. "You 
know, it’s not good to inflict pain when you 
don't know what it feels like yourself. It’s only 
fair that you have a taste of what I've just had. 
Agreed?" 


‘Certainly not!’ I squawked. “You're not laying 
a finger on me!’ He looked unsurprised at this 
outburst. An idea came to him. “Tell you what, 
we'll toss a coin,’ he suggested, ‘then it won't be 
me making up your mind for you.” 


I agreed to that — it had become a sort of game. 


And the rest is history really. The coin dictated 
that I should indeed be initiated, and so I 
was. For the first time in my life, I trusted a 
man. The after effect of those first stingers was 
immediate — relief of tension and the wiping 
out of all of my fears and inhibitions, then an 
undeniable warm glow of arousal. 


These were only the first faltering steps of 
course, which would not be properly followed 
up until the fascinating Dr. Murat and his 
wife appeared in my life a few years later, but 
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page had an immediate and 


ie by chance, I came across 








another “forbidden” magazine, hidden away in 
the glove compartment of a car. This time I took 
a peek inside, and found a wondrous selection of 
photos depicting all manner of sexy situations. 
(Now I reflect upon it, this must have been one 
of George Harrison Marks’ much acclaimed 
publications of the 60s.) That night I began 

to recreate them in my mind. The next day I 
thought why not draw a fantasy of my own? 


So I tried, and it felt very exciting and naughty. 
Afterwards I used to hide the drawings away, in 
case my little sister saw them. Usually, to be on 
the safe side, I rubbed them out. 


But, back to the point. This first drawing, 
featured a beautiful princess with long hair in 
plaits down to her waist (resembling, Olivia de 
Havilland as Maid Marion in Robin Hood) tied 
tightly with ropes to a pillar, her diaphanous 
costume torn to expose - yes - her bare breasts, 
jutting out provocatively, and facing her, with 
a purposeful look in his eye was a lovely young 
man, naked to the waist (he couldn't be naked 
below the waist because I wasn't at all sure what 
that part looked like!) holding a sort of whip. 

I think the appallingly obvious dialogue would 
have been something in the nature of: 


Man: ‘If you do not submit to my desires, I 
shall whip you until you give in.’ 


Girl (Tossing her head back with withering 
disdain and looking even more tantalisingly 
beautiful by so doing - and she knew it!): ‘No! I 
shall never give in, you... you... BEAST! Well, 
that was the worst word I could think of then. 

Obviously this villain had kidnapped the 
sweet innocent creature and was intent on some 
dastardly deed, the exact nature of which left 
me somewhat puzzled, but nevertheless 
throbbing with excitement. My fantasy girl was 
about to be whipped and then roughly forced 
to do the unthinkable. 





My very first fantasy scenario and already I 
have placed myself in the masochistic role! This 
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was the only way I could contemplate actually 
having any sex. It was certainly unimaginable 
that | might consent to it of my own free will 


— so great were my inhibitions. 


But there is the problem I am mulling over now. 
Incredible though it may seem, I would probably 
not be permitted to publish that drawing in a 
magazine today, innocent though it really was, 
for two reasons: the girl had been tied up, and 
the girl was being threatened and forced to do 
something to which she has not consented. 


I prefer nowadays to explore erotic situations 
between consenting adults who know what 
they want and have enough courage to explore 
together. However, does this take away the 
excitement for some people? What if we NEED 





to read a story about a whipping that goes too far, 
over which the victim has no power, perpetrated 
by an unloving and cruel sadist, event though 


we would never behave like that ourselves? 


I keep coming back to this hideously difficult 
question, which is at the basis of all debates 
about censorship: when does an idea or image 
become harmful or poisonous to those who are 
exposed to it? 





It is clear our fantasies cannot possibly 


be contained within safe politically correct 





guidelines, but how far in publishing should 
we unleash the darker, more sinister side of 
human nature? There was certainly nothing 
sinister about my first drawing — it was merely a 
young, inexperienced girl's attempt to reach out 
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for sexual experience, against the backdrop of 
a stultifying and cramped society, and I believe 
this is the basis for most rape fantasies. 


We would be foolish to try to make sexual 
fantasy follow the same rules as our real lives 
— it would accomplish nothing, and give us 
no release — so we need to enter realms of 
experience which go beyond the perimeter of 
our everyday world. 


But how far — how far shall we go? 


This is the question to which I do not yet 
know the answer. 


FETISH BALL 


The other day I was sitting at my desk gazing 
with unalloyed pleasure at a flamboyantly 
coloured, deliciously obscene trophy which sits 
proudly on my bookcase. Let me describe it to 
you. From a couple of well formed testicles a 
large wooden penis thrusts upwards, beautifully 
hand carved and painted delicately in brown, 
pink and deep red. Large incongruous wings 
are attached to this wondrous image of arousal 
and it appears to be fluttering, about to take off, 
zoom out of the window and prong the nearest 
passer-by, except that it happens to be firmly 
fixed to a gold plinth which keeps it grounded. 


How did I acquire this bizarre objet d'art? I will 
tell you. 


It all started several weeks ago when I received 
a letter telling me I had been nominated for an 
Oscar in the category of Artist/Illustrator of the 
Year. To find out if I had won I had to turn up 
at the Sex Maniac’s Ball, and there all would be 
revealed and the awards presented. 


This huge Dionysian celebration is organised 
each year by the indefatigable Tuppy Owens. 
Its the nearest we have to the Chelsea Arts 
Ball of pre-war days and is quite an event. All 
the proceeds go to charity, the main one being 
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so 


Tuppy's own special Outsiders Club, helping 
disabled people to have a better social life and 
find partners. 


The evening of the Ball arrived and my taxi 
was ordered for 10.30pm — you don’t turn up at 
this sort of ‘do’ at any reasonably civilised hour. 
When I gave the address of the venue to the 
driver he looked puzzled. 


‘I know that road,’ he said, scratching his head, 
‘but as far as I can remember there's nothing 
in it — well, certainly nowhere you'd dream of 
holding a party.” 


However, undaunted we drove and drove 
until we entered the unwelcoming darkness of a 
desolate industrial estate. 


“This is it, luv,’ he announced cheerfully. I 
gazed out dolefully as on and on we went. Not 
here, surely it can't be here, I thought. Then, at 
long last we began to make out, dimly in the 
distance, several clusters of shadowy figures, 
flitting like bats through the car headlights; 
bizarre creatures, surely from other planets, 
laughing, excited, all gravitating towards the 
entrance of a large, luminous building which 
throbbed and vibrated with sound. A solitary 
oasis in the midst of this isolated wilderness. 


The taxi driver gulped in disbelief. 


‘Follow those strange people!’ I ordered with 
renewed confidence. Cinderella shall go to the Ball! 


Inside the great cavern, every type of erotic 
flavour, fantasy and fetish was reflected in the 
costumes. The high energy of the occasion hit 
me powerfully, along with the high voltage 
music, as I walked into the main arena. 


I had entered the teeming world of an 
Hieronymus Bosch painting: gods and 
goddesses, stately masters with their scantily clad 
slaves, dominatrices — one lady whose costume 
seemed to be simply her own skin! 


Gradually I began to recognise friends. 











Unexpectedly, there was Al Goldstein, owner 
of the famous Screw newspaper in New York, 
who had just flown over from Los Angeles 

that day, landing plonk in the middle of this 


extraordinary maelstrom of sound and sensation. 


We talked, we settled a little; Als eyelids began 
to droop. Hardly surprising! ‘My partner has 
never seen one of thes 
introducing me to a smartly dressed lady 
sitting next to him. 


shindigs before,’ he told 





me 





‘I think it’s great!” she enthused, ‘although I'm 
not really properly dressed for it.’ 


‘Nonsense,’ I said. "Your costume is the 
most unusual one here. This occasion makes 


“normality” look highly outlandish!” 





Taking my leave of them both I ventured forth 
to explore. At the far end of the building, past 


all the various entertainments which would 





be quite beyond my capabilities to describe 
here, I found a quieter, cooler area housing 

an exhibition of all the nominated work 

— paintings, drawings, photographs, magazines, 





writing, innovations — all beautifully presented. 
On one of the stands I found a selection of my 
own work, and further along some exquisite 
photos by Trevor Watson who, I was pleased to 
note, had also been nominated. 


From out of the stygian darkness of the main 
hall a shimmering apparition glided up alongside 
me. Its form began to clarify: clad in long white 


drapes, generously bedecked with clusters of 











enormous grapes, his friendly visage beamed 

at me from under a mass of Bacchanalian 
garlands and Grecian curls, the whole lot lolling 
precariously to one side in rakish disarray. 


A moment of hesitation... was it? Could it be? 
Yes it was! 


“Will Scarlet!’ I squealed. “You're here!’ 


“Of course I am, Paula. Couldn't miss this 
opportunity. Have you been down to the 
spanking enclosure? No? Let me take you round. 
I've just met a marvelous girl whose really into it. 





In the middle of my guided tour an 





announcement was made that the awards 
ceremony was about to commence. We left our 
positions at the spanking stand where a young 
man stood, bottom-bared, ready to be whipped 
by a determined young mistress. 


Will and I fought our way in to the main 
hall. Tuppy and the panel of judges were 
already waiting on stage to present the Oscars. 
I heard Trevor Watson's name announced as 
Photographer of the Year and we all applauded 
vigorously. Then, to my delight, my own name 
was called and I manoeuvred myself towards 
the stage trying to look as sedate as possible in 
my skin tight, black shiny dress which barely 
covered my bottom, not to mention the fact 
that the laces had started to pull apart all down 
the back from top to hem, revealing that I 
was wearing nothing whatsoever underneath, 
Getting up the steps in my high-heeled boots 
was quite tricky too, but what the hell! This was 
the Sex Maniac’s Ball, for heaven's sake, not the 
vicar's tea party. 


So, I claimed my Oscar, said thank you to one 
and all, and that is how I happen to have the 
aforementioned flying phallus perched upon my 
bookcase. 


All that is left to tell you is that Will, fired 
by the excitement of it all, as was I of course, 
hurried me off into the quieter exhibition room, 
bent me over a chair with great ceremony and 
announced that in view of this special occasion, 
I should receive a celebratory walloping. He 
then produced, as if by magic from amongst 
the voluminous folds of his garment, his 
trusty friend the flip-flop on a stick. My dress 
automatically slipped up over my naked bottom 
(it had been dying to do that all evening, but 
hadn't dared!) and Will started in with full 
force. The sound of the descending slipper 
reverberated from wall to wall, and my evening 
ended in perfect fashion with frivolous yelps and 
shrieks. As the swattings gathered momentum 
and my cheeks reddened I heard a sudden 
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‘WHOOPS! from Will, and looking round 
just had time to catch sight of the little flip- 
flop rocketing off into the crowd of spectators, 
leaving our disconsolate Bacchus clutching his 
stick as if it were a sparkler with no sparkle. 


At that moment I heard a familiar male voice 
nearby asking a girl friend, ‘What was that?” 


“It was Paula getting spanked,’ replied the girl. 
‘Oh,’ he said. ‘She never changes does she!” 


I should jolly well hope not too! 


TV INTERVIEW 


I was sitting in the cramped green room of a 
small T.V. studio awaiting my interview on a late 
night TV sex chat show. All the setting-up was 
going on downstairs with staff and crew coming 
and going around me in the usual efficient 
bustle that accompanies this sort of programme. 
A young woman in her twenties sat opposite me 
at the table with a clipboard. 


‘Now, Paula, can we go through the questions 
again. First of all the presenter will ask you how 
you first got into spanking. What will you say?” 


Too many thoughts flooded into my mind 
simultaneously, but I had already prepared my 
answer, attempting to trace the real beginnings 
of my discovery; the dawning awareness 
through ‘The Story of O”, my strong desire to 
be submissive to a man (now some years in 
the past!), how I learned from my experiences 
how to trust men, about myself and the way 
that emotions could be brought to the surface 
and purged from the system by a good spanked 
bottom. 


‘Right. O.K. said the production assistant, 
when I had finished my brief outline. She 
referred back to her clipboard. ‘Um... then 
we'll talk a bit about your drawings, and that 
might be a good time to show some of your 
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implements — Oh, did you remember to 
bring them? 


I reached into my bag and pulled out a heavy 
leather tawse, a martinet, a small black paddle 
and — hang on! What's happened to this? My 
beautiful slender cane had snapped in two. 
The way it had bent almost double in the bag, 
combined with the fact that it had endured 
some fairly hectic service lately, had obviously 
proved too much for it. The poor thing was 
worn out, However, there was no time to mourn 
its passing. The PA. threw me a quizzical look 
and hurried me out of the room. 


Clutching the remaining ‘instruments of 
transformation’ I was then whisked downstairs 








to meet the female presenter: a bubbly, vi 
lady with whom I instantly felt at ease. There 
was much merriment as she studied my 
illustrations and chose three to show on the 


jous 


programme. One of them particularly attracted 
her attention. It showed an elegant young 
woman spanking another female over her lap 
with a hairbrush, 


The presenter held up the picture. “What's 
happening in this one?" 


‘As a matter of fact,’ I replied, ‘that one 
shows a chat-show host being firmly walloped, 
in front of the camera, by the woman she is 
interviewing. Now there was a thought! 


‘Hm, she said, putting the drawing back 
quickly, ‘don’t get ideas!’ She twinkled at me 
wickedly. 


A quick dab from the make-up lady and we 
were on. Settled on two comfy chairs against 
a garish red and purple background which 
fought like mad with the red of my dress (the 
background won hands down), we waited in 
that palpable silence before the action begins; 
when the mind must be kept clear and not 
succumb to such mental detritus as — "What 
the hell am I doing here?’ or ‘I wonder if my 
Mother will be watching!” 
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The autocue started to roll. The presenter 
introduced the show and then me, explaining 
playfully that we were now about to take a look 
at the subject of ‘Spanky Botties!’ This suddenly 
pulled me up in a panic. I almost yelled ‘Stop 
the show. I want to get off,’ but resisted. Spanky 
Botties? How did that fit in with what I was 
about to say about dominance and submission, 





the quest for self-knowledge and other 
wondrously interesting ideas associated with 
the subject? 





No time to think. We plunged into the 
interview. I said most of the things I had 
planned to say, but now, in my mind’s eye I 
glimpsed another, faintly ridiculous version 
of myself sitting there trying to explain with 
fervent sincerity something which was, probably, 
on Jung Archetypes 





as out of place as a treatis 
of the Collective Unconscious. The presenter 
was nodding encouragingly, bless her, and I 
ventured on, a voice in my head whispering 
urgently, ‘Get to the “Spanky Botties” for 





heaven's sake’. We got to the drawings, we 
laughed, we examined the implements. We 
ended on a note of fun, and then it was over. 





The director appeared. He thanked me most 


aid he had never heard anyone talk 





profusely 
before about being on the receiving end of C.P. 
and it had been really interesting. 


I was pleased by the reactions, but couldn't 
help feeling a little trepidation as I sac down 
to watch the programme a few days later. 1 





needn't have worried though. Of course, 1 
should have known that they would edit out all 
the serious bits — and they did: not a mention 
of ‘The Story of O' and submi 
glimpse of my implements. Implements would 
have suggested more than just hand spanking 
and that, I suppose, went beyond the concept of 





sion, not even a 





frivolous amusement. 





Further to this, while we're on the subject of 





spanking popping up in the media, I was most 
encouraged to learn from a newspaper that Liz 
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Hurley is a great enthusiast when it comes to 
‘spanking games’. However, the article itself was 
a little disappointing, considering the amount 
of hype about it on the front page. But is that 
just me complaining again about serious lack 

of depth? Perhaps I ought instead to recognise 
that there has been an important step forward. 
Articles like this at least acknowledge that 
spanking/C.P. is very popular, and with a vast 
number of people worldwide, not just a pathetic 
little minority consisting solely of wife beaters, 
child abusers, sick perverts and other shadowy 
weirdos creeping around in shame. We're simply 
not like that at all! 


Thinking of this cheered me up enormously 
and I began to reconsider the chat show. 
Suddenly, I saw that it was far better to have 
the subject brought out into the light, albeit 
with a frivolous ‘fun and games’ sort of 
jocularity. After all, ‘fun and games’ is a lot 
nearer the mark for most of us and definitely 
preferable to the other emotive and incorrect 
connotations mentioned above. 


So, I mustn't object in future to the 
accentuation of the frivolous side of the C.P. 
scene; it’s positive, it’s cheerful, but that still 
doesn't mean I won't cringe if the term ‘Spanky 
Botties’ wafts my way once more. 


Oh please... GROW UP! 


NEW AGE Cp 


I am still smarting with annoyance at something 
I've just heard on a radio discussion programme. 
The objectives of the programme do not now 
matter; it is only the strident view of one of the 
journalists which lingers in my mind, irritating 
it like a burr from a thistle. We're all familiar 
with the type of over-simplified argument one 
commonly hears when people are talking about 
political ideas. Sweeping all before her in her 
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harsh cross-examination, the journalist thought 
she had her guest cornered. He had said that his 
party stood for the reinforcing of community 
values and unselfishness, but now here he was 
appearing to encourage the developments of the 
individual, How could he possibly justify that! 


The word ‘individual’ had entered the 
conversation as a dirty word. To the journalist 
it represented greedy, materialistic entrepreneurs 
ferociously pursuing their selfish aims. One 
pictured hundreds of these ‘individuals’ striding 
about yelling share prices into their mobile 
phones while trampling underfoot all those poor 
unfortunates huddling on the pavements in their 
sleeping bags. 

Now, why should being an individual be 
synonymous with being selfish? This is yet 
another case of a perfectly good word getting a 
bad name for itself. 






Becoming a true individual requires courage 
and independence of spirit. The process needs 
to be worked at, whereas being selfish requires 
no effort at all. We can all manage that from the 
moment we are born! 


I don't think many of us make it to being 
thoroughly individualised because there's too 
much pressure on us to be like others, to be 
what's required, to be ‘normal’. Being different 
is mighty uncomfortable, and a society full of 
diversity is far more tricky to keep stable, one 
imagines, but is it true? I believe that people 
who have become fully-fledged individuals are 
more likely to be tolerant of each other because 
they understand themselves better. They are 
therefore less selfish. 


Excuse me if I'm sounding a bit serious. I’ve 
been feeling the need lately to take stock of my 
life, look at what I've done and see where it led. 
There have been moments when I appeared to 
make irrational decisions which transported me 2] 
into territory for which there were no maps. 

Thank goodness I did not heed the advice 
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of the day when I was in my twenties. If I 

had remained within the perimeter fence of 
respectability and followed my conventional 
fears, I would have missed my opportunity to 
explore the lesser known, wilder side of life and 
the totally unknown, wilder side of me! I would 
certainly not be writing this now and would 
probably not be publishing my artwork cither. 


Of course, it is not always easy, at first, to 
differentiate between valuable advice, based 
on knowledge, and that based on hysterical 
ignorance. For example, I was once told about 
the effects of taking hard drugs, the terrible 
cycle of events when the drug takes hold and 
starts to dictate your life. At another time I was 
warned that if I went into porn it would lead 
me onto a downward path of corruption, at the 
end of which, I would be found in a dark alley, 
my throat having been cut by a pimp. Another 
bringer of dire tidings went one step further 
and informed me that even to view porn set one 
on a relentless and escalating search for more 
and more perverse material, culminating in the 
ultimate degradation — an insatiable craving for 
child pornography, perversion and snuff movies! 


The first advice on drugs I accepted at once; it 
came straight from the mouth of an ex-heroin 
addict, struggling desperately to put his life 
back together. The second two portenders of 
gloom I took with a pinch of salt. The former 
was a member of my family who never met 
anyone in the porn business in her life; the latter 
was a young man who spoke on behalf of the 
Mary Whitehouse organisation and by his own 
admission had never seen a porn film! 


We have to walk our own paths and find out 
for ourselves when signposts can’t be trusted. 
Porn, for me, provided the opportunity 
for sexual exploration within a fairly safe 
environment. In fact, I'd say I was immensely 
lucky to be able to do it — far from feeling like 
an exploited victim. 


Tam convinced that the coming age will focus 














on the individual. With the new millennium fast 
approaching, I find myself wondering, “What 
will be the nature of New Age CP?’ 


In years to come a new psychological 
movement will probably be promoting it as 
an effective therapy for all manner of malaises 
and traumas, It will be hailed as a splendid 
treatment for those with personality problems 
— from the wilting young man or woman with 
an exaggerated, self-effacing shyness at one end 
of the spectrum, to the insufferable domineering 
bully at the other. 


The shy, retiring types would be put on a course 
by their therapists, to develop their caning skills. 
They would be required to present themselves 
each week at their local Self Discovery Centre, 
to choose from volunteers (also in therapy), who 
would then submit themselves to be caned by 
these gentle, wimpy people. The therapist would 
probably have recommended that they chose a 
ent that closely resembles the person they 
most feared in their own lives. The patients 
would then have a thoroughly liberating time 
beating the bottoms (symbolically) of those 
who had done the most to undermine and 
damage them. This would surely help them to 
regain their confidence. 





For those with guilty conscien: 
could be arranged. 





ss the opposite 


Meanwhile, those with bullying tendencies 
would also be permitted to use the cane, since 
they obviously have aggressions to purge from 
their systems. They would be encouraged to 
think of as many ways of walloping as they 
wished but with the strict proviso that whatever 
they administer must be exactly meted out to 
them afterwards. Those who know that they 
are to receive precisely what they give will think 
twice before they act. Of course, there would be 
supervisors to make sure that all was properly 
conducted. 


I wonder if this would work? 




















At any rate, it might help to clear away the 
blocks which prevent us becoming complete 


individuals. 


‘Now,’ I hear you asking, “Who does Paula 
think she is, Professor Anthony Clare?” 


You are quite right. Time I went off for some 
of my own ‘corrective therapy!" 


EROTIC TRANSFORMATIONS 


1 feel compelled to respond to a negative 

article I have read recently, which condemned 
submissive sexuality on the basis that the people 
that indulge in it ‘feel compelled to act out the 
same few fantasies again and again’. | would 

like to point out that the average Mr and Mrs 
Normal are not likely to be more inventive or 
experimental when it comes to their sex habits. 
The author of the depressing article, which I 
found chilling, was described as a ‘fem dom 
practitioner’ and this could be the reason for her 
withering comments. Instead of entering into a 
close relationship with just one or two partners 
and fully exploring their (and her) fantasies, 

she had probably had a succession of people 
visiting her for a ach submitting to 

her, presenting their bare bottoms for the ca 
or the whip — of course she was aware of the 
repetition! Any act becomes meaningless under 
those circumstances and a subtle change or 
development in an individual goes unnoticed. 
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At any rate, in every other aspect of our lives 
— food, clothes, travel, entertainment and so on, 
there are people who prefer to stick to what they 
like and others who constantly seek new and 
unusual variations. Why should it be 
with C.P. enthusiasts, be they submissive or 
dominant? I’ve met people who had a powerful 
fantasy at an early age and pursued it thereafter 
with little deviation, and others who found their 
true inclination only after a hectic exploration of 
the entire gamut of sensual and sado-masochistic 


ferent 





























scenarios, hurling them selves headlong into all 
kinds of relationships both gay and heterosexual, 
experimenting with fetish wear, trying 
dominance and submission, before eventually 
finding what they were looking for. 


One must also bear in mind that however 
repetitious or downright boring the act of 
spanking may appear to an outsider, to the 
one experiencing it from the inside it may well 
be a highly emotional exercise, for where pain 
is involved the effect will always be real, and 
always wake us up to the world around us. 





It may also be jolly good medicine. Some 
years ago, | met a woman who illustrates this 
perfectly. Now in her late fifties she is a lively 
and vivacious woman, but told me that when 
younger she had been quite the reverse; trapped 
in a stifling marriage, she had barely functioned 
as an individual at all. Constantly ill, loathing 
sex, unable to cope with motherhood, she 
had struggled on miserably until an eventual 
divorce freed her but failed to liberate her from 
the resultant malaise and neurotic symptoms. 
Understandably, she was reluctant to become 
involved with a man again and yet could not 
enjoy her freedom either. 


Perplexing fantasies began to spring up in 
her mind of being subjected to all manner of 
punishments at a man’s hand and, instead of 
recoiling, she found an erotic excitement which 
grew into a powerful obsession, only temporarily 
alleviated when she discovered magazines like 
Janus. The images and stories she found there 
were like water in a desert and reassured her that 
she was not alone. 


Then she met a man. He seems to have been 
exactly the right sort of man to pull her secret 
obsession out into the light of day and give it 
full expression. What developed was the most 
powerful sexual relationship of her life in which, 
for the first time, she became totally abandoned, 
submitting to spankings, canings, whippings, 
followed by passionate lovemaking, the like 
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of which she had never dreamt of before. 
Through this she learned to trust a man again. 
The ‘treatment’ had stirred her emotions and 
rekindled sexual desire after years of frustration 
and frigidity, and somehow helped to repair the 
damage, even though her affair had not lasted 
much more than a year. 


Afterwards, she told me that she had continued 
to enjoy spanking games with various men, 
even contributed stories to C.P. magazines in 
which she described her own experiences and 
came to understand them better. However, the 
obsession had died down and over several years 
it eventually disappeared. 


How fascinating it is that this lady had been 
able to visualise the kind of treatment she 
needed, quite out of the blue, and when it 
happened the effect was profoundly cathartic. 


As for those who do wish to repeat a cherished 
fantasy throughout their lives, I'm convinced 
that this fantasy grows with them as they grow, 
shifting it's orientations, refining it’s details, but 
always representing a special secret to be shared 
by only a few. 


I recall meeting my old friend Chris at a 
recent book launch. The book was aptly named 
‘Adults in Wonderland and was a collection of 
photographs (with accompanying text) by Grace 
Lau, who had captured in her camera lens some 
intriguing insights into the secret erotic lives of 
men and women. Submissives, dominants, cross- 
dressers, fetishists, transsexuals, had all modeled 
for her, proudly and uninhibitedly revealing 
themselves to us in the way they long to be seen, 
but rarely dare. 


Chris caught my eye as soon as I walked into 
the large crowded room. Clad in his usual smart 
business suit, he looked strangely out of place 
surrounded by the bizarre ambivalence featured 
in the photographs on the walls. In fact, most of 
the people there seemed out of place until 
I realised that many of them were the models 
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in Grace's photos, but now they were in their 
street clothes! 


I realised that Chris was trying to show me 
something. ‘Paula!’ he called, as I fought my way 
towards him through the crowd. ‘Did you know 
that my BOTTOM is featured in this book?” 


I turned straight to the page he mentioned 
and saw a small photo of a pair of shapely 
male buttocks about to receive a swipe from 
the slender cane wielded by an anonymous 
woman with beautiful breasts wearing a corset. I 
admired the picture; he took a swig of his white 
wine and blushed with unalloyed delight. 


The truly amazing fact is that whenever you 
meet someone with whom you have shared 
enjoyable C.P. experiences the warmth and 
affection will always be there, however long the 
gap between meetings. 


The photo in Grace's book did not represent 
for him a furtive and shameful ritual, guiltily 
acted out behind closed doors. Oh no, it 
conjured up a glowing and vital flame and 
reminded Chris that at certain moments in his 
life he is more acutely alive than at others. 


Later, as I left the gathering, with Grace's 
book tucked under my arm, I looked back to 
survey the scene and noticed many vibrant 
faces. Just by the door my ear caught the sound 
of a familiar voice telling an attractive blonde 
woman, ‘My bottom appears in this book. Can 
you guess which one it is?’ Well, I suppose that 
is as good a chat-up technique as any. I blew 
him a kiss and stepped out to hail a taxi. 


I wonder if Chris has seen my book of 
illustrations yet. Come to think of it, his bottom 
appears in one of the drawings in that too. 


I must remember to tell him. He will be 
thrilled! 








SPECTATORS 





So 


PUNISHMENT BOOK 


Something happened recently which has stirred 
up a few pleasurable reminiscences. Last week 
1 was delivering a commissioned drawing to 

a client. Although George has commissioned 
several pictures over the years, mostly of his 
wife Helen, it would be misleading to say that 
he was just a client; both George and his wife 
are much more than that. We are also friends, 
for we have from time to time shared a potent 
interest, occasionally meeting for a very special 
adventure. 


Once we had completed our business George 
immediately became more relaxed. ‘I hope 
you have a little spare time Paula. There's an 
important little job Td like you to do for me.” 


Suddenly his voice assumed a different tone; 
the kind of tone I associate more with our 
‘adventure’ days. ‘Go into the next room, top 
drawer of the dressing table you will find a 
book. Bring it to me!’ 


I scuttled off to oblige him, found the correct 
drawer, pulled it open gingerly (the content 
of other people's drawers seems so personal, I 
always feel that I should not be invading their 
privacy), and an array of strange objects were 
revealed for my perusal. Of course, I would be 
lying if I were to suggest that the leather cuffs, 
lengths of cord, blindfolds and ornate ‘Story of 
O” collars were truly strange to me. How could 
they be? I had witnessed their use on numerous 
Occasions, They were my old friends but I had 
not had the pleasure of their company for quite 
some time! 


Remembering the purpose of my mission 
I hastily located the book, grabbed it and 
returned to the other room. George was 
sitting comfortably in the armchair, an air of 
amusement playing around his lips. When I 
handed him the book he made no move to take 
it. Instead, he calmly settled back in his chair 
and took a sip from the glass of brandy he had 
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just poured himself. “You can have a look at it if 
you like,’ he informed me with a knowing smile. 


My first glance revealed a most ordinary and 
uninteresting looking notebook; the type to be 
found in any Smith's or Ryman's, bound in black 
leather with pages feintly ruled to facilitate the 
entering in of endless columns of damned dull 
figures. The figures entered here though would 
not have been a great deal of help to George in 
the calculating of his income tax returns. The 
first page revealed a beautiful photo of Helen 
kneeling on an enormous, luxurious bed her 
ample naked bottom towards the camera. Her 
position was one of complete submission: head 
held low, bottom thrust high, just waiting... 
waiting. The warm amber glow from the bedside 
lamp softly highlighting the graceful curve of her 
back and swelling buttocks served to focus the 
attention on the point of interest so beloved by 
the photographer. Over the page another picture 
showed the subject after a firm warming up 
exercise had obviously taken place, her bottom 
now a vibrant, hot pink. 





On the opposite page there were indeed columns 
of figures, but not just that; every detail of the 
occasion had been meticulously noted down! I read 
‘27th of May 1986, Brighton, 12.46pm, 8 with 
the slipper, given by George.’ The next line read 
*12.55pm, 4 with the hand’. And so it went on. 


I looked up with delight. ‘It’s your record of 
all your adventure weekends!’ I said, and then 
I turned to the next page. ‘Oh good heavens, 
there’s me!” 


An image from more than ten years ago leapt 
out of the page at me. It showed Helen and 
myself in the perfect position for a submissive 
female awaiting correction: kneeling on the 
floor, legs as widespread as possible, hands 
clasped behind our backs and heads suitably 
bowed in abject humility. I flipped through 
more pages and gasped. There was Helen, 
naked or semi-naked, in various hotel 
bedrooms around the world or bending over 














$4 


a balcony against a tropical night sky. Then 
there I was again, joining her for a session, each 
implement of stimulation clearly noted, every 
varied tone of pink on our bottoms recorded 
faithfully by Georges trusty camera. Obviously 
I had known that shots had been taken at the 
time but what I hadn't realised was that these 
photographic records were to be pasted down 
with such care and the accompanying details so 
painstakingly noted. 


“You crafty old devil!’ I cried (the girl in the 
photo would not have dared to address him thus 
but what the hell; I felt we had come a long way 
since then), ‘How long have you been keeping 
these books? This one says Volume Two at the 
front. What on earth was in Book One? 


‘Never you mind,’ replied George looking 
more smug than anyone has a right to. ‘Lers 
get back to the point.’ He reached behind him 
and produced another book in a totally new and 
pristine condition. ‘I'm starting Book Three next 
weekend and need your special adornments on 
the frontispiece. Something to conjure up the 
essential purpose of the book. I'm sure you can 
think of something.” 


I was sure I could. 


‘And if your memory needs jogging further,” 
continued George unnecessarily (as if it did!), 
‘there is always my collection of audiotapes.’ 


“What? You mean you've got it all on tape as 
well? I said in a voice that sounded more like 
a squeak. 


“Well, not quite all,” he admitted, ‘but most 
of the interesting bits. And... er... I was always 
fascinated to know what you and Helen were 
nattering about when you went upstairs to 
change. Yes, I know it was unfair but I'm just 
fascinated by women. Cant make them out 
at all sometimes, what they like sexually, what 
they fantasise about. Did you really enjoy being 
spanked by me or were you just doing it to 
please me? Things like that.’ 
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‘And did you find the answers?’ I asked softly. 


“Not really.’ He looked bemused. “You and 
Helen were never discussing spanking or sex. 
Most of your conversations seemed to be about 
where you bought your underwear or other 
practicalities of no interest whatsoever to a man.” 


‘Serves you right,’ I said, throwing him a 
cheerful grin. "We women have spent centuries 
being inscrutable on the subject of sex, you dont 
think were going to suddenly reverse everything 
and let it all hang out do you? 


Then I dashed off to catch my train, clutching 
the brand new book. Had I stayed longer 1 
might well have appeared on the first page with 
my bottom covered in stripes! On the way home 
I smiled to myself. George’s private albums 
were a wonderful idea. I had no doubt that, like 
most of us, he had plenty of other less private 
collections showing himself and Helen admiring 
the sights of the world, lying on the beach, 
laughing with friends, but these special books 
were something else: a priceless record of those 
secret moments that he will cherish forever. 





FANTASY INTO REALITY 


I often find that I respond more strongly to the 
articles on CP I read rather than the stories. 
This suggests to me that although fantasy can 

be extremely arousing, there is also a need 

for reality. I genuinely find the truth more 
interesting than a slice of make believe and we 
should not assume that fantasy will always outdo 
reality in lustful abandon. The question is: do we 
necessarily like the fantasy when we get it? 





I have known married couples who envisaged 
a tentative exploration of swinging, thinking it 
might add a little frission to a flagging sex life. 
The husband imagines a scene in which he and 
his wife enjoy an innocent flutter with someone 
new, hoping anxiously she will enter into the 
spirit of the occasion. They nervously attend 
their first evening and unexpectedly the man sees 
his wife metamorphose into a fantasy woman 
from the pages of a porn magazine. He walks 
into a bedroom and there she is: gyrating lewdly 
on a mattress, unfamiliar moans and gasps 
emanating from her throat as she welcomes as 
many lovers as her body can accommodate. 


This is definitely NOT what her husband had 
in mind. 


However, the story can be reversed. 1 have 











several times encountered an arrogant young 
man in my travels who always turns up at parties 
accompanied by two or three young women 
clad in tight corsets and very little else. Our 
conversations generally follow the same lines. 
Always he complains: ‘Phew! These women are 
wearing me out. Always demanding I think up 
exciting new tortures for them, wanting me to 
whip them until THEY are satisfied. They cant 
get enough. I tell you, Im exhausted!” With 
that he falls back in his chair, his spanking arm 
dangling limply towards the floor. His girls 
stand around him, their eyes gleaming with 
expectation and I feel almost sorry for the poor 
dear. Almost... but not quite. 





So, it seems, when the fantasy woman does 
happen to manifest herself in reality, the effect 
can be quite alarming. Anyway, I'd rather 
present myself the way I am. I know my sexual 
nature now, On the whole, I am a well-ordered 





es of control; 





person with only occasional lap: 
moderation punctuated by infrequent moments 
of exquisite intensity. Which means 
seeking a partner to accompany you to a three- 
day marathon ‘spankfest’ to see who can make 
it into The Guinness Book of Records, | am not 








F you are 








your gal! 





This is why I shall not be following up 
a friend’s suggestion of opening up Paulas 
Spanking Academy. My friend envisioned a 
special contact agency in which all people 
seeking a submissive partner must first submit 
to my steely-eyed scrutiny. It would be my 
job to devise practical tes 
competency, obliging them to prove their skills 
on my own responsive bottom. I would then 
rate these applicants by awarding them varying 
numbers of paddles. So far so good, but what 
would this really be like? 


ts to ascertain their 





I'm sure your minds are already gleefully 
imagining the first da 
arrange for several applicants to turn up together 
and sit in a waiting room? How long should I 


's interviews: should I 
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keep them there before eventually appearing in 
the doorway like a smartly dressed dental nurse 
carrying a clipboard? Ticking off a name I would 
summon the first applicant and ask him to 
follow me. Then, I muse, how do I best test his 
skills? I mean, should I allow him to take charge, 
remove my knickers, arrange me in a position of 
his choosing and dictate the number of strokes? 
«Hm. 


I once defined myself as a ‘dominant 
masochist’. Well, this would be my chance 
to exercise that role to the full. I can imagine 
having fun with this situation, coolly stretching 
out over my desk while I instruct the gentleman 
to lift my skirt, peel down my panties to mid 
thigh, take up the small paddle lying on the 
table and proceed to give me six strokes — evenly 
spaced and not too hard. When he does this I 
shall do my best to show no reaction, pausing 
after each sting to note down my remarks on 
the clipboard: ‘well positioned, but too timid’ or 
‘clumsy and inaccurate’ or maybe ‘inexperienced, 
but high-spirited and very promising!’ I shall 
be aware all the while of the other applicants 
listening intently outside for any telltale sounds 
of my discomfort. 


Now this is all very well, as an idea. I might 
enjoy it very much... ONCE, but if I started 
my academy it would be necessary to continue 
and what starts as an exciting adventure can 
become a repetitive task. 


Td rather this remained a fantasy. 


In the imaginary world there is no need to 
give any consideration to such matters as time, 
expense and other practicalities. I will simply 
find myself in the most perfect venue for the 
business in hand. There will be no rent to 
pay and no distance to travel to reach it. The 
people who turn up will all be stimulating and 
devoted to the subject in a way that interests 
me. There will be no difficult moments, no 
misunderstandings or tedious conversations, 
and since there will be no real time used, I shall 











or 


have no problem fitting in all my usual work 
and domestic activities too. That's the beauty of 
fantasy isn't it. Just ‘beam me up Scotty!” 


THE POWER OF THE NEW 


We all need a bit of magic in our lives. It’s only 
now that I'm realising how magic has tended to 
come and go throughout the whole of my life 
and there doesnt seem to be any foolproof way 
of predicting when it will vanish and when it will 
reappear. This question particularly applies to 
our sex lives. For many people the really magical 
times seem to be concentrated in their youth. I've 
heard men in their forties and fifties longingly 
recalling the first time they managed to slide an 
adventurous hand up a girlfriend's leg and that 
moment of inexpressible bliss when their hand 
made contact with — wait for it — her knicker 
elastic! Or there was that brief glimpse of a bare 
bottom as an embarrassed young girl squirmed 
out of a wet swimming costume, the swoon- 
inducing first kiss, the ecstasy of falling in love; 
all these are heightened to almost unbearable 
intensity for those who are inexperienced and 
uninitiated. Of course, we cant retain that degree 
of excitement, even when our experiences grow 
and encompass much more. We always remember 
with especial clarity those occasions when a new 
clement entered our universe, tossed us up into 
the air and opened our eyes to new perceptions. 


Magic times do not limit themselves to our 
extreme youth, thank goodness. I was reminded 
forcefully last night of just such a period in my 
life when I found myself hurtling along on a 
powerful wave of new experiences. 


This blast from the past came at me from my 
“TV screen. I had just had a comfortable and 
relaxed meal with my friend Will Scarlet, when 
he remarked that he knew very little of what I 
had been doing in the days before we met. To 
fill him in on some of this I put on a videotape 
which I have been carefully cherishing for the 
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last fifteen years. 


Now, this video is not spectacular or 
remarkable. It simply records an interview I did 
in New York with Al Goldstein, the founder of 
Screw magazine. The interview itself is broken 
up, with monotonous regularity, by a succession 
of outrageous items which only Screw’ 
‘Midnight Blue’ cable show could possibly have 
concocted: an invective diatribe from Al against 
a famous American TV personality, a crazy 
cross-cutting of enormous bouncing breasts, 
jouncing bare bottoms and obscene gyrations 
of every variety, interspersed with seductive 
commercials for escort agencies. But when we 
are allowed to focus for a few moments, the 
contrast is almost laughable. A younger me, with 
incongruous English tones attempts to have a 
coherent conversation with the ultimate trickster 
figure Al. My serious and innocent lack of guile 
rather amused me today and I remembered 
affectionately my friendship with Al; then a 
whirlwind of events came rushing back to the 
forefront of my mind. The films I was making 
in New York, the unexpected adventures and, in 
particular, my visits to the S&M club ‘Paddles’ 
and the famous ‘Hellfire Club’. 


There will probably never be another period 
like this one in the whole of my life. The sheer 
concentration of energy was astounding — but 
what makes it stand out so colourfully now is 
undoubtedly the fact that much of it was new 
to me, highly sexual and therefore extremely 
powerful. 


However we cant go on searching for 
new things to do just in order to recapture 
these moments. This would be a pointless 
exercise involving more and more bizarre and 
unconventional proliferations, none of which 
would ultimately mean anything. And yet, 
if only we could find a way of invoking that 
special magic even when we are repeating 
the same much loved occupation time and 
time again! 
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I have not come recently to the pleasures of 
CP; I’ve probably tried almost every possible 
implement, position, location, atmosphere and 
combination of participating friends and lovers 
and I can tell you that it is not necessarily the 
changing of these details alone that keeps the 
subject alive and challenging. 


It is a fact about the human condition that 
the moment we learn how to do something 
easily is probably the time when we get sloppy 
and stop paying attention. Then we find the 
excitement starts to dwindle. I used to insist that 
my sexual nature was a ed mainly by being 
ive role, that if I were asked to 





in the submiss 





direct operations my enjoyment would instantly 
evaporate. 


Now I realise that this was only true for a 
short period of time. As soon as I had grown 
accustomed to the newness of having to ob: 
(something my younger self had never really 
done before), I began to feel comfortable in the 
part. Definitely not the object of the exercise! 

I was beginning to become dependant on my 
master’s imagination to constantly come up 











with new and varied scenarios while my own 
imagination wasn't being stretched at all. No 
one really knew the kind of desires that I kept 
locked up inside myself. Gradually the thought 
of commanding another began to fascinate me, 





but it was only when I actually attempted it that 
I found out how difficult it was. On the other 
hand, it is this very difficulty which makes for 
the magical frisson of new discovery and brings 
a freshness and vitality to one’s relationships. 
There are LOTS of ways to please people and be 
pleased by them. 

Can new challenges be introduced into long 


running relationships? I mean, we cant keep 
trading in our partners (they tend to take 








exception to that) or having lots of affairs 
(partners tend to take exception to that too) 
every time we wish to explore another aspect 
of ourselves. 





I need to bring in some new friends of mine 
here to help me out with this tricky question: 
two married couples, one in their fifties, have 
been together for thirty years, the other, a 
younger couple, have just celebrated their tenth 
anniversary. The husband of the older couple 
confided in me recently that they had managed 
to keep their sex life interesting by doing exactly 
what I have just considered; they have begun to 
express different aspects of themselves together. 
My impression was that she had mainly been 
the one on the receiving end of CP and had 
accepted his guiding hand in these matters. 
However, they have both been astonished lately 
to find new roles coming to the fore. We are 





trying our a new relationship as two lesbians 
now,’ he informed me, ‘and it is having a very 
powerful effect on us both’. My mind began to 
absorb all the ramifications of this information. 


This husband and wife must trust each other 
very much. It takes a lot of courage for a man 
to let a woman see his vulnerable feminine side, 
especially when that woman is someone he 
knows so well. One cannot anticipate what her 
reaction is likely to be, any more than one c; 





when proposing a session of masterful dis 





So that is one way of widening the horizons 
within a relationship, but not one that we are all 
necessarily ready for. My other couple decided 
they needed some help from outside. 


“Our sex life is still fabulous, Paula,’ the 
husband confided to me, (why is it always the 
husbands? Wouldn't it be nice if wives came 
out of the closet a bit.) ‘but we both know that 
however good it might be, there still needs to 
be some effort put into keeping it alive.’ He 
grinned at me. ‘I know this may sound a bit too 
business like — I am a businessman so I think 
in those terms — Jane and I agree that we need 
a maintenance plan, for our marriage. Jane is 
wonderful, she often organises an unexpected 
adventure for me.” His face broke into an 
expression of radiant delight, no doubt reliving 








a moment of sublime potency. 

"We've ried quite a few things but just recently 
the ides of spanking Jane keeps coming ine» 
my mind” 

“Oh, really” T said perking up as 1 began to ce 
the thrust of the conversation. 

Trouble ih mse, Ti not sune hows o 
prt star got no expertise, not even gor any 
implements Paula, do you think you sould give 
aes an introduction? 

And shat is what 1 did. The esting was all 
arranged by Jane who muse have had a full 
report of the conversation. 

Y uned up for our lewon with a sulice 
bling with tases. marines pos and 
‘ames, at the lage hotel room where they were 
staying, Since we were already very fond of each 
other this new departure went swimming = but 
not quite expected. Jane, when unveiled, had 
the mont exquisitely rounded bonom, just made 
For spanking, and yet somehow the applicaion 
‘of my warming padle to aid not seem to 
penere the excitement Thad aviar 1 
gested her husband should have a este afit 

ur is when the real discoveries were made. 
ame ino her own = a a dominant 

So Jane now has a new male to explore with her 
husband and 1 gor the chance to die. I life 
ironing? 














CLOSING THE DIVIDE 
Y really fel that were all enering a new phase 





rapidly proliferating internet has virally made 
censor impossible All ehe things we have 
Fought for are mear at hand. | look around and 
sce that the familiar old barrier are n longer 
there, and fc a lite foolish like a pedestrian 
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crecping warily around a parked car only to find 
that it had unexpectedly pulled away. 


What has prompted this train of thought? 
Recently I was watching the TV and although 
most of it was, as ever, fairly predictable, 
suddenly two hitherto separate areas of my life 
crashed together. I had been channel-hopping, 
when there, apparently coming out of nowhere, 
was a naked female bottom completely filling 
my screen, its pale skin criss-crossed by harsh red 
cane-stripes. The sound track was live and a real 
cane descended with full force again and again. A 
real girl was suffering at the hands of two women 
dressed in corsets, her face scrunched up in 
anguish causing her eye makeup to run in black 
rivulets down her cheeks. I thought at first that 
I must have inadvertently triggered a CP video, 
but no, it was Channel 4, and after referring 
to my TV guide, I found that I had stumbled 


on a documentary called ‘Fetishes’. The scene 
showed a young, blonde woman in the throws of 
masochistic fervour allowing us, the spectator, to 
witness her ordeal with two dominatrices in an 
American SM club. I felt strangely ill at ease with 
this fly-on-the-wall drama (not a typical reaction 
for me). I think the main reason for my surprise 
was merely that I had become inured over the 
years to the fact that this sort of subject was 

not permissible on terrestrial TV or in any legal 
publications for that matter and now suddenly, 
Wow! Here is a real CP scene, no holds barred, 
for all to see on the regular telly! There appear to 
be no clear guidelines anymore and it feels rather 
odd. But I reminded myself that this is the world 
I wanted, where all points of view can be heard 
and all tastes catered for. 


Every form of communication, be it artistic 
or otherwise, must now be judged on its own 
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merits: what does it aim to do, in what context 
should it be viewed? This lack of black and 
white demarcations makes life extremely hard 
for the censors. In fact, I almost feel sorry 

for them! We all knew where we were in the 
old days and could neatly separate our more 
unusual sexual interests from the rest of our 
everyday lives. A schizoid way of living perhaps, 
but always reassuringly predictable: everything 
tucked away in the right pigeonhole. I mean, 
there was a time when men slunk into sex shops, 
made their purchase and slunk out again as if 





the whole exercise were too shameful to even 
admit to themselves, let alone a friend or — even 
worse — a wife. I once saw a play in which a 
een coming out of the 
ors to the house, When 






prim, elderly woman 
toilet by a couple of vi 
they try to talk to her she refuses to acknowledge 
their existence, much to their perplexity, Later 
they discover that she always behaves in this way 
when seen emerging from the loo for the simple 
reason that she wouldn't admit ever going to the 
loo and, by this logic, could not be possibly seen 
coming out of it. At those moments she simply 
didn't exist, therefore could not speak to anyone! 





Now, thank heavens, this idiotic procedure, 
whether it be toilets or sex shops, is quite 
redundant. My recent visit to Erotica at Olympia 
showed me a vastly different state of affai 
Gone are the days when any form of sexual 
entertainment could be assumed to attract a 
horde of unaccompanied men, sneaking away 
from their women to enjoy a little forbidden 
fruit. I noticed a large number of women 
wandering around with their partners, enjoying 
the atmosphere, browsing amongst the sex toys, 
the lingerie and the fetish gear and discussing 
the functions of dildos, arse plugs and bondage 
tape without awkwardness and obviously with 








a view to using them or having them used on 
themselves. I too was with a male friend and we 
spent some time studying an array of beautiful 
leather riding whips and red suede martinets. 
We saw couples choosing implements together 
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(how much more fun that is for beginners than a 
solitary excursion to a sex shop and the fear that 
she may throw a wing-ding when she sees what 
you've chosen!) and it did cross my mind that a 
few curtained cubicles might have been helpful. 


I could imagine the inexperienced young man 
with his shy girlfriend approaching the assistant 
with a paddle and a strap they have just selected 
with care. He will ask politely, ‘May we try these 
out, please?’ The assistant, resembling a Victorian 
butler, will reply, ‘Certainly Sir’ and show them 
to an empty cubicle. The other cubicles will 
already have occupants, causing muffled slapping 
sounds to emanate from behind the billowing 
curtains accompanied by giggles and the 
occasional squeak of protest. The couple will 
step tentatively into their cubicle and pull the 
small curtain across, then there will be a hiatus in 
which we can imagine her skirt fumbled out of 
the way followed by the muted crack of leather 
on what seems to be a knickered bottom; more 
fumbling sounds produce a flustered female 
whisper: ‘No not those! Dont pull them down!” 
and a barely audible argument ensues, eventually 
halted by a series of louder cracks on bare flesh! 


When they eventually emerge, the girl is flushed 
with excitement and hastily adjusting her skirt. 
Exuding satisfaction, the man strides confidently 
to the pay desk. ‘We'll have both of them, please!” 


A little later, clutching their purchases, they 
turn to walk away when the assistant’s voice rings 
out from the cubicle, ‘Excuse me Madam, are 
these yours?” He holds up a pair of lacy, white 


knickers. 


Ah well, that last bit was just a reverie, as you 
no doubt gathered. I wanted to add in the bit 
that was lacking from the occasion; this event 
badly needed the more personal touch. It still 
pleased me though, simply because it brought 
men and women together in the mutual 
enjoyment of one of their favourite pastimes 
— sex, when previously this subject has tended to 
cause irreparable divisions. 
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Once we get used to it, we'll prefer to live in a 
integrated world without that infernal wall down 
the middle, and if, in the future, you do happen 
to stumble unexpectedly across the stark image 
of a bare, striped bottom on your screen while 
you are watching the telly with your wife and 
mother-in-law, it would be nice to think that, 
rather than causing consternation and frantic 
changing of channels, the subject might instead 
be acknowledged and discussed like any other. 


It would be nice if we were able to assume that 
all adults were ADULT and could deal with 
real sexuality, then we could turn our undivided 
attention to the important question where 
censorship might be relevant — how we teach 
our children properly about sex and protect 
them from those inappropriate things which 
could harm their development. 


EXTENDING OUR REPERTOIRE 


Why can't I become more dominant? Why is it 
so easy for some people to take charge, in the 
sexual sense, and yet for others, however strong 
and determined they may be in their everyday 
life, it proves to be so difficult. Naturally, in sex, 
we are guided by what brings us pleasure and 
gratification and when a role requires too much 
extra effort it ceases to be a pleasure. 


Do submi 





ive men or women have egos which 
are more flexible — does their tendency to enjoy 
giving way to anothers wishes mean that their 
egos are stronger or weaker than their dominant 
partners? 


I was listening one morning to a discussion 
on the radio about marriage. Some women 
claimed that they were a lot happier allowing 
their husbands to take the reins, while others 
felt appalled by this idea. Well, of course, youd 
expect this divergence of views. There are 
practically as many different kinds of marriage 
as there are people. How can there be any hard 








and fast general rules for love relationships when 
both parties have unique needs? 


Having pondered this question, though, I 
have come to one conclusion and that is that 
long-term relationships, in order to work, must 
consist of two equally STRONG individuals 
— not necessarily equally dominant. These two 
qualities can be misleading. You see, I know I 
am a moderately strong person — I don't crack 
up under stress, I have patience, resilience and 
a sense of purpose, I’m not a wimp — so why 
can't | manage to impose my will on another, 
make them submit to me, enjoy teasing them 
with the prospect of delicious punishments and 
torment them with the expert use of my whip? 
Am I forever to be classified as a ‘Justine’ in the 
al arena? (The Marquis de Sade may well 
have been correct in his conclusion that we all 
fall into one category or the other, although 
it’s impossible to accept his corollary that all 





se? 





we submissives desire an endle: ion of 





ucces 








horrific tortures!) 





You might wonder why, at this s 
I should be bothered about this? "Why cant you 





age in my | 


just enjoy what you are?’ I hear you ask. Well, 
the problem is that I no longer can. Much of the 
original impetus has now gone. Enjoying being 
submissive was always dependent on my being 








inexperienced and not knowing what was likely 
to come next. It had to be a REAL challenge. 
With experience, my enjoyment became more 
focused and I remember writing in one of these 
columns that I had decided I was a ‘dominant 
masochist,” wanting to dictate how I was to 

be dealt with. Nowadays, I'm not at all sure 














that this is true. If it were, I would be dashing 
around arranging whippings for myself, as some 
of my male friends do, but this hasn't happened. 


Perhaps CP and S&M naturally reflect 
and thar 





whatever is going on in our socie 


since equality between sexual partners is now the 
order of the day, we are more inclined to think 
in terms of reversing roles, instead of sticking 
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stolidly to our comfortable, familiar routines. 
This idea may seem anathema to many but I 
think it’s just a matter of time, and of feeling 
secure enough in a relationship. In the near 
future the more extreme chauvinist fantasies 
may not ring any bells with modern young men 
and women. And that's how I feel about playing 
the dominant; it’s never going to be my thing, 
but if someone important to me wanted me to 
give them a taste of ‘Mistress Paula’, I would 
certainly try to fulfill their wishes, although I 
cannot guarantee that I'd be very convincing! 
Being dominant or submissive just seems to be 
built into one’s make-up, like being extrovert 

or introvert, and perhaps one day they might 
actually discover a gene for it! 


In a CP relationship both parties should have 
an equal input in their own different ways, both 
able to talk about what they like and initiate 
new ideas. The trouble is, submissives never 
like to ask outright for anything. They usually 
prefer to exert a gentle influence on their partner 
and manoeuvre him/her into suggesting the 
thing they want. That way they can be sure that 
their partner wants it too. This is our problem. 
We are fired off by the fact that someone 
passionately wants to spank us, tie us up, make 
us stand in the corner with our knickers round 
our ankles or whatever, and having to ask for it 
simply wouldn't do. 


I used to have a certain routine with my 
Master. When I visited him there would be a 
leisurely build-up to my chastisement during 
which time part of me would be wondering 
what lay in store. Had he a new implement to 
try today, a special garment or set of cuffs to put 
on me, or a new whipping stool perhaps? My 
trepidation was always real and yet I knew that 
he was also waiting for signs from me, watching 
my body language. 


The language of the submissive is often laced 
with negatives. Have you noticed this? It can 
be most misleading. You'd think they hated 
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every minute of what was happening to them! I 
remember how I used to behave with my Master. 
Confronted with a selection of implements, I 
would enjoy deliberating over the comparative 
severity of each one, picking them up, swishing 
them. ‘Oh, that looks wicked, I shouldn't like 
that at all!’ I'd say, holding up a vicious looking 
crop and grimacing. Then I might twiddle with 
a paddle, a strap, a rather ineffective looking 
martinet, but my Master would notice how my 
attention was constantly drawn back to the crop. 
“Ugh! I really couldn't stand this one. You're not 
going to use THAT on me (swish! swish!)... 
Wow, that's awful! I bet it really stings... You 
weren't thinking of trying this were you?’ At the 
end of this little charade it would be obvious 
from the dilation of my pupils and the pink of 
my cheeks that I had made my selection. If the 
master had then said kindly, ‘No, of course I 
won't use that nasty thing if you don't like ir,” he 
would have witnessed my instant disappointment! 


So, the habits we form in submissive roles do 
not enable us to easily change places with the 
dominant. The first thing a dominant needs to 
do is say exactly what he or she wants and say 
it with conviction; not necessarily loudly or in 
a bossy manner, but firmly. Dropping hints is 
quite useless. You have to become the complete 
contrast of your submissive self and something 
tells me I ought to get practising at once. I 
have a strong feeling that the future will demand 
more flexibility in our relationships and new 
skills must be added to our repertoires. 


HONESTY OR DECEPTION? 


Recently, I have found myself wrestling with a 
seemingly insoluble question. The question is 
this: what do you do when the person you love 
most in the world simply doesnt share your 
enthusiasm for CP or worse still is utterly repelled 
by it? How can this not drive a man or woman 
straight onto the horns of a dilemma? Either we 
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creep away to find a clandestine outlet for our 
pent up desires and try to swallow the guilt and 
inner turmoil as best we can, or we make an 
enormous effort to stifle that unacceptable side, 
hoping it will simply die of neglect. But, it rarely 
lies down and conveniently dies. To the contrary, 
the impulse often grows wildly out of proportion 
and seeps out at inappropriate moments. | am 
suddenly reminded here of a gentleman who 
wrote to me recounting how he had, in a moment 
of unaccountable abandon which could have 

led to dire consequences for him, spanked the 
buttocks of 





superior female officer during his 
army training. That memory has made him wince 


with embarrassment ever since! 





There is a third, more difficult option in this 
dilemma, of course and that is to refuse to be 
put off and to try gently to lead your partner 

nding of your nature. Thi 
needs very careful handling; in fact, the skills of 
an expert psychologi 
Unfortunately, very few of us have the benefits of 
these skills and find it impossible to make much 





into an unders 








would not come amiss. 





headway if their partners’ negative attitudes are 
firmly set in concrete. I know several couples 
who have chosen to go down this road. Some of 
them have found an answer that suits them and 
some have simply slunk back into secrecy. Pd 
like to tell you about two of them and what they 
discovered. Their stories have different outcomes 
but there is one similarity: they both have a 
strong relationship and are still together after 
many years of marriage. 








My first example is an ex public school boy, 
now an extremely successful financier who I 
shall call Roland. His pa 
a chair or table and punished severely with the 
cane by a tall Amazonian woman. His need is 
not simply a perverse indulgence; it emerged 
long ago when he was an impressionable boy at 
school. Now he cannot do without his regular 
chastisements; it is vital to his happiness and 
brings him alive in a most remarkable way. Mind 





ion is to be bent over 
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was never able to ask her how she really felt. All 
I know is thar they are still together and Roland 
hasn't yer been exposed on the front page of 
the News of the World. Roland has scrupulously 
kept his CP adventures separated from the rest 
of his conventional life and it makes me smile 
when I hear about his weekends spent at the 





family home in the country. I picture him on 
Sunday mornings, every inch the pillar of society, 
sitting wich dignity in the village church, secretly 
reveling in the throb of his hot striped buttocks 
against the cold, hard surface of the polished pew. 





My next couple also live in the country 





milar, ex 





some ways they are si 
would not be seen dead bending over and baring 
his bottom for anyone, His wife, Harriet, is 


ept that William 





every inch the 





lady of the manor: handsome, 
well dressed and cultured. She has long known 
of William’s p 


bottoms but has no real enthusiasm for it herself. 


assion for the chastising of female 





oll the need for 
otic adventure to keep a marriage healthy 
and alive. She and William have their special 


However, she understands w 





e 





submission days in which she indulges his 
cherished fantasies. Sometimes, it happens when 
they are on holiday in an exotic resort where 
she can bend alluringly over a hotel balcony 
overlooking an unfamiliar Thai landscape or 
goda. Harriet 
ble to be Will 
a day because it happens so rarely and in such 


Japanese garden with distant p 





tells me that she is a jam’s slave for 





exceptional circumstances. She would not be able 
sed on the 
rly 
ional 


to tolerate a domestic relationship ba 








since cl 





assumption that William was bos 
she is boss in her own home, but the oc 





day... well, that can be exciting, provided 

he doesn't use anything more stinging than a 
slipper. And, as they got more to trust cach 
other, Harriet was quite happy to extend the 
boundaries of their submission days to include 
1. Unlike 
ome of all that 





a female friend, but never another m 
Roland, William's idea of the ep 
is erotic and submissively exciting still remains 








his own wife! Luckily, she loves him enough to 











indulge him and found to her surprise that 
she could enter his fantasy world and share it 
with him. 


Both these examples show wives who are 
willing to trust and give a little and surely there 
can be no developments unless this happens. 
However, I'm not suggesting that it is alwa 
the woman who has to make the leap of 





understanding, There must be give and take on 
both sides and I can't help wondering if William 
has ever considered giving Harriet a chance to 

plan her own day of erotic pleasures, and if he 
did, what would they comprise of 


William feature in any of them? 





nd would 





‘Those who find everything they are looking 
for in one partner are indeed lucky. If we marry 
carly the problem is not that we are necessarily 
deceptive about our sexual natures; it is more 
likely that we don’t properly know ourselves at 








the time — let alone our partners — and, anyway, 
there is always the idealistic expectation that if 
people are in love then they will automatically 


want to embrace whatever turns their other half 





on. But love can also set up its own inhibitions: 
be t 
might find it utterly impossible to subject them 
to actions which could humiliate or hurt them. 
It is not just the dominant partner who may 





¡se you love and resp 





someone you 





feel thi 





. 1 know a very attractive lady who 






tried many methods to interest her partner in 


1. Despite all her 





spanking her but all to no ava 
reassurances, he just could not bring himself to 
strike her offered bottom because the act was 
linked immovably in his mind with aggression. 
She tried dressing up and assuming another 
identity, greeting him at the door as a Swedish 
ing 

St. Trinian’s schoolgirl, but this just made matters 


masseuse, a naughty nurse, a misbeha 





worse. He then complained that he felt as if he 
were with a stranger or a prostitute and wanted 
to have her back as she was! Now, this example 
may sound like the dilemma of a loving couple 
but to me it sounds like the fear of a man who 
has it all offered to him on a plate but cannot 














for that’s what lies behind 


we experience. When we 





face a real intimacy 





many of the blo: 
try to live out a fantasy with people we love we 





are often terrified that unexpected factors may 


be thrown up, facing us with an unpleasant 





the 





side of our character. I would suggest t 
man 1 have just described had two conflicting 
s of looking at women: they were either the 
‘decent’ type that he could respect or the other 





kind that he secretly despised. He may have 


been hing that hidden 





prehensive about un! 





aggression in himself and chose to plead love as 
an excuse for holding back. My friend still hasn't 


been able to bring herself to tell him the full 





truth of her past involvement with the CP scene 
and I don't think she ever will now. 


Although I have always been a great advocate of 








honesty in close relationship: 
the honest approach guarantees a good outcome. 














It can be destructive if all the s 





rets spill out 





in the wrong way and it can reveal unwelcome 
realities which shatter our old securities. And 
yet. can't help believing that it is 
ultimately more re 
nature of people rather than the way they appe: 
and when you take the trouble to understand, it 








+. Esti 








ring to know the real 








need not be so disconcerting. 


s well- 





When my friend Rowland perche: 
caned bottom on the church pew, imagining 


himself to be alone in his secret reverie, wouldn't 





it be interesting to know how many others in 
that respectable congregation entertained similar 
thoughts. 


But do we really WANT to be honest all the 
time? Can we cope with it when we get it? 


THE END 
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At last the Parent-Teacher Evening was drawing to 
an end. Sherilee Patterson waved farewell to yet 
another trio of doting mums then she started to 
walk towards one of the dads whom she hadn't yet 
spoken to. He was tall and well-muscled, dressed 

in a black denim jacket, red T-shirt and jeans. Black 
leather gloves completed the ensemble, and he 
held a motorbike crash helmet beneath his stout 
right arm. 


‘I'm Sherilee Patterson, Class 5A's teacher: And you 
are...’ Sherilee started. 


‘You don't need to know that; the dark-eyed 
stranger replied. 


‘A mystery man, huh?’ Sherilee joked. It had been 
a month since she'd ditched her last lover. and her 
pelvis was aching with unmet need, 


‘You've heard of a contract killing?’ asked the man. 
glancing suggestively at her skirt-clad hips, ‘Well l'm 
here to deliver a contract spanking. I've to redden 
your bare backside for the next two hours: 


He'd to redden her bare backside. For a moment 
Sherilee forgot how to breathe, and all the oxygen 
seemed to rush from the spacious classroom. 
Dazedly she glanced at the three remaining adults 
in the corner. Had any of them heard what the 
man just said? A pulse started up in her crotch, 
then her nipples tingled. She felt a sense of 
personal shame. 


"You can't just... do that, the twenty-eight year old 
got out, It's ridiculous: 


The biker flexed one gloved palm then slapped it 
tellingly against the other: Ridiculous or not, I've 
been paid to carry out the contract. he said. 


Sherilee turned towards the door, half expecting to 
see one of her fellow teachers peeking laughingly 
round it. She'd been cock-teasing Mike from Maths 
and she'd recently two-timed the Deputy Sports 
Master, Bryan, so both had reason to pretend she 
needed a punished bum. 


“Alright. the joke's over. Who set me up? she 


murmured, forcing her lips to curve upwards, 


The biker stared down at her impassively'Darling, 
| sure as hell ain't Jeremy Beadle. And | don't think 
you'll be grinning once | start to warm your arse: 


Again the air deserted the room. This time it was 
replaced by a blush which spread from Sherilee's 
feather-cut blonde fringe to her blouse-held 
mammaries. When the flush subsided, she drew 
herself up to her full five foot three. 


‘Right. I've had enough. You're being sexist. You're 
being rude. You're being..’ Her vocabulary failed 
her for a moment then she went on to make her 
next point,'And if you don't leave now I'll call the 
other parents over, and one of them will fetch the 
headmaster; she said. 


‘The man who paid me mentioned that you might 
threaten that. He said that if you didn’t go over 
my knee like a good girl that | was to show the 
headmaster some school's-out-for-summer photos, 
the motor cyclist replied. 


Sherilee felt her lips slacken with shock as his words 
hit her: ‘You're... you're bluffing, | don't believe you, 
You wouldn't dare’ 


In answer, the biker brought out a little black square 
wallet. From it he took six Polaroids. He held out 
photo after photo at arms length. The teacher stared 
at them for a frozen second then she glanced wildly 
around to make sure no one else had seen the tell 
tale snaps. In the first picture Shenlee was wearing 
her school cloak, which was open down the front. 
Her bare tits and shaven pubes were completely 
visible, The background was the huge mahogany- 
panelled classroom they were now standing in. 
The second snap showed her sitting naked on 
her teaching chair, her legs as far apart as nature 
would stretch them, She was holding a stick of 
chalk suggestively next to her pinkly glistening 
quim. 


The man seemed to know that her poor bum was 
in his power: ‘You'll take your thrashing then, love? At 
the end of it, you get to tear the photos up. 


‘I don't have much bloody option, Sherilee said, To 
her chagrin her vulva tingled with anticipation, and 
her lower belly felt the familiar spread of lust. 


The spanker waited till all of the parents had gone 
away before he closed the classroom door. He 
walked to the big teacher's chair and pulled it out 
to the front of the class, then sat down on it firmly. 
He looked over at Sherilee and expectantly patted 
his lap. 


‘Make me; she whispered, knowing that she couldn't go 
voluntarily over his knee like some spineless slave girl. 


‘My boss said you'd need some taming, the biker 
said. He stood up. Sherilee pretended to flee. She 
had to give the bastard a run for his money. This 
hired hand would be reporting back to one of her 
ex-boyfriends. She wanted her ex to know that 
she'd put up a bit of a fight. 


The motor cyclist caught up with her as she reached 
the bookcases near the door. Sherilee felt two large 
hands span her waist. The feeling was sex-pulsingly 
pleasant. Then she felt herself being turned, picked 
up and put over his shoulder in a fireman's lift. 


‘You're a fuckin’ gorilla!’ she squealed, drumming her 
feet against his back in a gesture designed for effect 
rather than to cause anguish, 


‘Gorilla's have powerful arms; said the man, ‘Just right 
for doling out a hard spanking to a naughty girl’ 


‘Im all woman! Sherilee shot back snappishly. 


‘You're all cockteaser - that's what I've been told; the 
biker said, 


He put her feet on the ground, but kept his arms 
around her waist, holding her firmly. Then he 
manoeuvred her to one side of the chair, sat down 
and pulled her over his sturdy knees. 


‘Alright, so | haven't treated some of my boyfriends 
well, but I've been emotionally hurt before; Sherilee 
rationalised. 


‘And now one of these boyfriends gets his own 
back when | spank your naughty bottom, the 


stranger said. 


Sherilee sucked in her breath and stared down 

at the floorboards. She wasn't conquering this 
debate so she had to search for another tactic that 
might win him over. Now that her punishment was 
imminent, she felt slightly afraid. She had to appeal 
to his sense of humour or lust or honour. The 
longer he was talking, the less time he had left to 
spank... 


‘Do | get to know who ordered the contract?’ she 
gasped, as the biker hoisted her higher upon his lap, 
increasing her helplessness. 


‘Not at the moment you don't! the man 
demurred in an insultingly blase voice. Sherilee 
sensed that he was gazing down at her haunches, 
still encased in their close black linen skirt. 
‘Darlin’, this'll have to come off before | can tan 
your backside for you, he continued, his fingers 
brushing her legs at the site of the skirt hem, 
Sherilee whimpered with desire and degradation 
as he edged the linen up. 


‘As were getting so intimate, don't | get to know 
your name?’ she murmured, twisting her head back 
with difficulty to look up at his impassive dark-eyed 
features. 


‘We're not getting intimate, Missus. I'm about to turn 
your flesh crimson because someone paid me to! 
the biker said. Sherilee cringed at his words. New 
lust surged through her loins as she felt him fold her 
skirt hem over her back, then unclip and unroll her 
stockings, ‘But if you want to call me something you 
can refer to me as Master; he said. 


‘Refer to you as wanker, you mean! Sherilee 
retorted, determined not to be made easily sub. 
His sure fingers edged under the waistband of her 
panties and she didn't feel half as brave as she'd 
been acting. ‘Couldn't I just keep my pants on for 
modesty?’ she said. 


‘Don't start playing the demi-virgin; her self-styled 
Master scoffed. He started to pull down her 
champagne silk pants and Sherilee knew he'd show 
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but the effort proved too much for her. Was he 
serious? Was he really turning down the offer of no- 
strings sex? 


'But we mustn't let this naughty bum cool down; 
the man continued. To her chagrin, he started to 
spank her again with renewed vigour, each smack re- 
awakening her bottom's previous fire. 


“Ah, ow, oh! Sherilee gasped, 


The man continued to spank her bum. He grew ever 
more articulate. ‘I'm going to enjoy giving out the 
longest spanking that I've ever administered, he said. 
Glad you've found job satisfaction, Sherilee thought. 
But she daren't say it. If she was rude he'd doubtless 
tan her arse even more. "Your bum’s wriggling so 
prettily now! continued the man. Sherilee knew that 
her clit was similarly twitching. But she wouldn't 

give him the satisfaction of knowing part of her was 
turned on.'l notice you squirm extra hard when | 
spank the crease where arse meets thigh, the biker 
continued. He smacked that tender area again, and 
Sherilee drummed her suede-shod feet against the 
classroom floor: ‘Not that I'm going to neglect the 
other bits: her spanker warned, turning his gloved 
palm’s attentions in the direction of her upper 
buttocks, He smacked the glowing flesh in the centre 
till she writhed and groaned. 


‘Bet my ex-boyfriend didn't say you could make me 
cry, she muttered at last. 


‘He said, the biker murmured, punctuating each 
second word with an additional spank, ‘That | should 
tan your arse till it was the colour of my T-shirt’ 


Sherilee knew that that particular garment had been 
the brightest red.'And did he say’ she gasped on, 
brain trying hard to focus on anything other than 
her stinging arse, ‘how you'd know when | was truly 
repentant, when I'd had enough?’ 


‘He just said’ her tormentor answered, warming her 
helpless furrow four times in quick succession, ‘that 
you were good at dishing out the hurt and 

the ignominy, and that this thrashing was your 

just desserts. 


‘Used such cliches, did he?’ Sherilee muttered 
sarcastically, then added ‘Ouch. ah, sorry!’ as her 
bare bum trembled under the force of another two 
punitive whacks. 


‘Im going to make these red cheeks very sorry; the 
biker said. He was as good as his word. He knew 
how to make a girl's bare cheeks sing for their 
supper. Sherilee endured twenty or thirty more 
spanks, then submission rushed through. 


‘I apologise for all the wrongs I've done; she 
whispered, wriggling upon his knee,'l won't treat my 
boyfriends badly again. I'll be a better person, Master. 
No more. | beg’ 


To her relief, the biker stayed his hand. For a few 
moments he squeezed her scorched rear cheeks, 
whilst she squirmed with hot need and humiliation. 
Then she felt his fingers moving to her waist. It was 
a moment before the teacher realised that he was 
helping her to leave his lap, that her ordeal was 
presumably over: 


Flush-facedly she scrabbled backwards, then squatted 
at his feet. She looked over at her knickers then 
realised that her bum was too sore to be encased 

it them. Knowing that her close-fitting skirt would 
also pain her, she left it nicked up above her waist. 
As long as she stayed hunkered down like this facing 
him, her tormentor couldn't see her bare bottom 

- or spank it hard. 


‘Now all I've got to do is prove to your boyfriend 
that | carried out my orders, the dark-haired 
stranger said quietly. 


Sherilee felt her body still into watchfulness: What 
do you mean, exactly?" 


"Well, he'll be parked nearby by now with his mobile 
phone - so either | bring him in to see your bottom 
or | take a Polaroid he can view at home! 


"But if you take a Polaroid, Sherilee said slowly, That 
means there'll be another X-rated photo of me 
available for the world to see. 


‘Exactly, complete strangers might view snapshots 


of your hot bum and your pained expression. That's 
why | suggest that you go for the seeing-is-believing 
option! the impassive spanker said. 


The teacher hesitated.’At least this way I'll get to 
know who ordered my thrashing, she murmured 
curiously. 


To her disappointment, the biker shook his head. 
‘No, you don't; he explained, ‘My client's anonymity is 
vital. You have to wear this! 


As he spoke, he drew a long black scarf from his 
inside jacket pocket. Sherilee let it run through her 
curious fingers. It was an opaque linen or cotton 
blend. Obediently she bent her head to let the biker 
tie it over her eyes and knot it behind her. At least 
it signalled that her punishment was almost at an 
end. Her ex-boyfriend would view her squirming 
haunches then she'd get to go home where she'd 
rush to her bedroom and... her mind pictured 

her recently-acquired vibrator and her wet loins 
throbbed. 


It was strange having her eyes covered with the 
thick dark cloth. Sherilee became more and more 
aware of her own tiny movements. Her mind also 
focused further on her relentlessly well-disciplined 
little bum. Was the biker still staring at her naked 
thighs and groin? Should she try to tempt him into 
bringing her to climax? And what on earth would 
she say when her ex-boyfriend arrived? 


The twenty-eight year old shivered with uncertainty 
and desire. She'd always been a bit of an 
exhibitionist. It was just that she'd never exhibited 
her chastened rear before. She listened intently to 
the biker's low voice on the phone. It said: There's a 
tenderised arse here for you to view, mate. Shenlee 
blushed hugely and licked her lips. 


She listened as the biker set his mobile down. 
‘Your ex will be here in five minutes; he explained, 
‘We'd better display these sore cheeks to their full 
advantage for him: 


"You mean...” Sherilee nervously shifted her position 
and a trickle of desire made its slow warm way 


down her leg. 


Then she felt the biker's hands on her wrists.'I'm 
going to help you to stand, then pick you up; he 
clarified before doing jusst that, Then I'll carry you 
over to one of the front desks and lay you across 
it Just let your head and feet hang down either side 
like you did when you were across my lap: 


"And if | don't” Sherilee muttered, ashamed at the 
prospect of being this flagrantly displayed in front of 
two people. 


‘If you don't, l'Il take some very colourful photos! the 
dark-haired stranger said. 


The twenty-eight year old sparred with him 
verbally for a few minutes then decided to obey his 
commands. After all, in a moment of weakness she'd 
already called him Master. She shivered as she was 
lifted then lowered and shamefully displayed over a 
scratchy wooden desk. 


‘Is this what you want, Master?’ she added gutturally, 
scissoring her thighs apart to show the back 
entrance to her vulva. 


‘No, | just want to see your well-warmed bottom, 
and know that you've felt contrition’ a second male 
voice said, 


Sherilee stiffened. So the relevant ex-boyfriend had 
entered the room. She tried to analyse the quiet 
tone. Was it Geoff? Or John? Or Simon? Could it be 
that guy from the Italian cafe whom she'd stood up 
last week? 


"Well, you've seen my rear; she said icily,'Is it red 
enough for you, you dirty bastard? Do | get to go 
home? 


"You could go home this second, the man answered. 
She heard his footsteps growing closer to her 
exhibited bare bum, 


"But when | tease this little bud with the gentlest of 
touches | think that you'll decide you want to stay 
for seconds: 


As his last word faded, she felt a finger brush her 


enlarged wet clit.'Uh" Sherilee gasped out, 'Ah! Oh 
yes. Jesus! The pleasure was so intense that she 
almost shot over the desk. The teacher writhed 
desperately, trying to lift her hips and beg for further 
contact. Her pussy hungered for release. 


"Please. | beg. Keep touching me like that! she 
breathed, moving back against the unseen hand. 


‘Are you sure that a little wildcat deserves this much 
pleasure?’ her ex-boyfriend queried. 


‘| do. I've been good. |... She sounded like a four year 
old in a supermarket pleading for sweets. 


‘Did you take your spanking without complaint?” 
asked the man. 


‘Did she hell’ came the biker's voice, 'l had to put 
her over my shoulder and carry her to the spanking 
chair - then she wriggled and called me names and 
asked to be allowed to keep her pants on: 


‘A request which you sensibly ignored, said Sherilee's 
ex-boyfriend, and she quivered as he fondled her 
naked bum, 


‘I did. In fact | tanned her arse extra hard for even 
suggesting it, the biker continued. Sherilee moaned 
with longing and shame, and tried to rub her mons 
against the stationary hand. Where were these 
all-knowing fingers? It was both wonderful and 
terrible being naked before two men with her well- 
disciplined small rump sticking high in the air: 


‘Please stroke my clit’ she begged again. The fingers 
obliged. The voice which accompanied them was 
less obliging,'Keep asking real pretty; it murmured 
gloatingly. 


‘Please; Sherilee muttered, 'll do anything with my 
mouth, my hands, because | need this. Oh please, 
please, please, please, please’ 


‘Will you ask nicely for six of the cane” her 
tormentor asked. The English teacher mutely shook 
her head. Her poor arse was already blazing. "Well, 
if the bottom doesn't want a striping then the clit 
can't have an orgasm! the man replied. 


‘My bottom wants cool ointment, Sherilee begged. 


*You could have that after the cane! said one of her 
new Masters consideringly. 


"But isn't the cane very painful?’ the girl enquired. 


‘Six of the best on the bare? Put it this way - it's not 
meant to tickle, sweetheart, added the biker's voice. 


Sherilee groaned with hope as someone fingered 
her needy clit again. Then the finger was withdrawn, 
and she knew that she couldn't bear it. 


‘| beg for the cane, Master; she whispered urgently. 
"How many?’ murmured the man. 


‘Six strokes, sir. | deserve six strokes, sir’ Just saying 
the words brought further heat to her eroticised 
triangle and thrill-led pussy lips. 


But the cane's merciless focus took all thoughts of 
‘orgasm away. 


"Aaaaaahl Sherilee wailed, as the first brand made its 
way across her already reddened globes. She tried 
to get up, but one of the men sweetly fingered her 
pussy lips and she submitted to the rush of pleasure. 


"Ask nicely for stroke two; the clitoral teaser said. 


‘Please lay on stroke two, sir the English teacher 
forced out. At least this time she knew exactly what 
was coming. Still the line of pain momentarily took 
her breath away. 


“Oh angel, you've got the hottest arse in 
Christendom; her ex murmured, tracing the second 
weal, It’s wriggling around like a roasted chestnut. It's 
the sorest backside I've ever seen. 


Sherilee felt the signals go off in her brain which told 
her she was nearing orgasm. How was it possible to 
get turned on by this man’s contemptuous tone? ‘It 
hurts so... she whispered, 


‘Think of the climax, then beg nicely for stroke three, 
the biker told her. Again he or the other man had to 
fondle her clit to persuade her to ask for more of 
the cane. 








‘Just get it over with; she muttered, moving her small 
hips the little she could in her bent over position. 


‘Don't be impatient, said the biker, We connoisseurs 
of bad bums like to take our time! 


They took their time lining up the cane for the third 
stripe. Sherilee tensed and untensed her glowing 
cheeks. She pushed her belly more firmly against the 
desk and tried to think about her ultimate orgasm. 
She moved her legs in an agony of anticipation, 
then tried to force her restless bum to stay in place. 
‘What a nervous arse: it must know that it deserves 
a thorough roasting; laughed one of the two men, 
Then they laid the third stripe on and almost 
immediately followed it by stripe four, 


‘Can | rub my bum? Sherilee pleaded, her hands 
clenching and unclenching on the legs of the desk. 


‘No, that isn't what we want; came the biker's voice, 
"You have to remember that this bottom belongs to 
us for the duration of your punishment. Until you've 
paid your penance that arse must do exactly what 
its told; 


“Its being good! Sherilee muttered, wondering how 
she could convey with her sore globes that she was 
being obedient 


‘IF it was being good; countered the man, lt would 
have asked politely by now for stroke five! 


Sherilee asked and moaningly received the stroke 
midway down her well-chastened rump. One of the 
men applied the sixth stroke lower down, near her 
thigh tops. Then he turned his knowing light touch to 
her clit. 


‘Horny, sweetheart?’ he asked, 
‘Uh, uh, uh!’ Sherilee murmured, 


"God, you're hot for it! said the man, fondling her 
desperate bud with the lightest touch. ‘Baby, your 
pussy's dripping’ he continued, increasing the gentle 
stimulus. And Sherllee stretched her mouth into a 
huge grimace of release and came and came. 


She rode the waves of her climax for a very long time. 


‘I think that if | entered you now | could make you 
come again’ said her ex-boyfriend's voice when he 
finally removed his euphoria-inducing fingers. 


‘Do it! Sherilee muttered, further spreading apart 
her already open legs. 


‘That was the old Sherilee speaking, the voice shot 
back, The new Sherilee says please and thank you. 
She's very demure but asks nicely for some cock... 


Later her lover - or lovers - guided her to the 
school's gym showers. They soaped her, they rinsed 
her as she stood, blindfolded but trusting, every fibre 
of her being deliciously sated and thoroughly filled. 


‘Are we quits now? she whispered as they dried her 
off. She already felt half in love with this masterful 
ex-boyfriend, But she couldn't say so - she had to 
maintain some pride. 


‘No, you're to come here again next week for 
your discipline and our pleasure; her ex-boyfriend 
answered, 


Sherilee turned her blindfolded face in the direction 
of the vaguely familiar tone: 'But | thought that you... 
why do | need further discipline?’ she enquired. 


"Well, as you were so difficult during this one; the 
man explained, ‘You've failed to fully wipe the slate 
clean. I've decided that you'll have to be further 
chastised’ 


* took a new Polaroid of your sore red cheeks 
tonight’ the biker chipped in, ‘Talk about living colour. 
Those globes were just pleading for mercy whilst 
they were squirming over the desk’ 


"And if | don't let you spank me, you'll..2” 


“Yes, show a photo of your caned bare bum to the 
headmaster and tell him you agreed to it; the biker 
said and Sherilee's clit started to swell again. 


They finished dressing her: She strained to hear their 
words as the two men moved a little distance away. 
She stood there, trying and failing to peer through 
the doubled black cotton. She could just have untied 
the scarf of course, but that wouldn't have been 





entering into the spirit of the thing. What's more, 
it might have earned her an additional caning, and 
much as she'd loved the afterglow and the orgasm, 
she'd hated the latter sore stages of being striped. 


The teacher craned her head as one set of footsteps 
faded away. Who just left? she muttered. 


“Your ex did so | can let you see now, said the biker. 
She felt strong hands untying the blindfold, and she 
blinked until her eyes again welcomed the light. 


‘So, you... em... chastise me here again next week?’ 
she asked. 


‘No, | don't. Familiarity breeds contempt; the biker 
replied calmly. He started to walk with her towards 
the door. 


"You mean..." 


‘That's right. Your boyfriend will pay someone else to 
bare your bottom. And this time he'll use something 
other than the cane! He winked as he added the 
words which made Sherilee quake with ongoing 
shame and new pelvic excitement, "You're going to 
make the cutest little pony girl, sweetheart, as you 
wriggle under the springy riding crop! 
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Paula Russell's highly detailed drawings evoke the agony and the ecstasy. 





The Troubles of Janice III: Erich von Götha £14.99 


Janice is back and at her best. Now a demure young widow, she batles against the 
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and whippi nd her own insatiable sexual hungers. Introducing a whole new 


cast of extraordinary characters: the sweet 





d docile Victoria, the two prety 





young 





whores from ford and the brother and sister team who los 





an orgy. 


Orderline: 0871 7110 134 


Email: eros@eroticprints.org 


WWW.EROTICPRINTS.ORG 


Please contact us for a catalogue 


In Painful Pleasures we are fortunate enough 
to find a collection of some of Lynn Paula 
Russell's most outstanding work which lays 
bare the sexual fetish of corporal punishment. 
The focus is on her drawings commissioned 
to illustrate Februs and Janus, both magazines 
dedicated to the act of chastisement. 


Paulas drawings are unashamedly erotic and 
full of the energies and emotions of sex. Her 
realistic, emotive style carries you effortlessly 
into a realm of fantasy that is as rare as it is 
wonderful. But you would be less able to 
escape to this world were it not for, in 
addition to an extraordinary imagination, the 
fine draughtsmanship and the innate sense of 
design and composition that is always present 
in Paula’s art. 


There is no better guide to this world of 
corporal punishment than the artist herself; 
by word and image she brings into play her 
talents and a special insight born of personal 
experience to show the reader a hidden door 
to a world of painful pleasures, where Beauty 
surrenders meekly to her punishment with 
both love and passion. 
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